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MISCELLANIES. 



COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 

WITH ' TRK OEWTLE SHEPHERD.' 1726. 

z\ccEPT, O Eglintoan ! the rnral lays. 
Thine be the fHeod's, and thine the poet's praise. 
The Muse, that ofl has rais'd her tnnefal strains, 
A frequent guest on Scotia's blissfal plains, 
That oft has sung, her listening youth to move. 
The charms of Beauty, and the force of Love, 
Once more resumes the stiU snccessAil lay, 
Delighted through the verdant meads to stny : 
O ! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with Her repair. 
To breathe the balmy sweets of pnrer air ; 
In the cool evening negligently hdd, 
Or near the stream, or m the rural shade, 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear'st, approve 
The Gentle Shepherd's tender tale of Liove. 

Learn from these scenes what warm and glowing 
Inflame the breast that real Love inspires, * [firea 
Delighted read of ardors, sighs, and tears ; 
AU that a lover hopes, and all he fears : 
Hence too, what passions in his bosom rise. 
What dawnmg gladness sparkles in his eyes> 
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6 MISCELLANIES. 

When first the Fair is bounteous to relent, 
And, blushing beauteous, smiles the kind consent. 
Love's passion here m each extreme is shown. 
In Charlotte's smile, or in Maria's irown. 

With words like these, that fail'd not to engage'. 
Love courted Beauty m a golden age, 
Pure and untaught, such Nature first inspired. 
Ere yet the Fair a^cted phrase admii-'d. 
His secret thoughts were nndisguis*d with art, 
His words ne'er knew to difler fi-om his heart : 
He speaks his loves so artless and sincere, 
^s thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 

Heaven only to the rnral atate bestows 
Conquest o'er life, and freedom firom its woes ; 
Secure alike fi-om envy and fi-om care, 
Nor rais'd by ho|ie, nor yet deprest by fear ; 
Nor Want's lean hand its happiness constraiiis, 
Nor riches torture with iU>gotten gains. 
No secret guilt its stedfast peace destroys, 
No wild ambition inteirnpts its joys. 
Blest still to spend the hours that Heav'n has lent, 
In humble goodness, and in calm content. 
Serenely gentle,- as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinless and pure, in fiur Humeia's sonl. 

But now the Rural state these joys has lost, 
Ev'n swains no more that imiooence can boast. 
Love speaks no more what Beaaty may believe^ 
Prone to betray, and practised to deceive. 
Now Happiness forsakes her blest retreat, 
The peaceful dwellhigs where she fix'd her leaty 
The pleasing fields she wont of old to grace. 
Companion to an upright sober race ; 
When on the sunny hill or verdant plain. 
Free and fiuniliar with the sons of men, 
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To crown Ihe pleasures of the blameleis feast, 
She uninvited came a welcome guest : 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impiott»arts, 
Sedac'd from innocence incautious hearts ; 
Then grndging Hate, and sinfiil Pride sacceed, 
Cmei Revenge, and false nnrigbteons deed ; 
Then dow'rless Beauty lost the power to move -, 
The rust of lucre stain'd the gold of Love. 
Bounteous no more and hospitably good, 
The genial hearth first blushed with stranger's blood • 
Theinend no more upon the friend relies. 
And semblant Falshood puts on Truth's disguise. 
The peaceful houshold fiQ'd with dire alarms. 
The ravish'd vur|pn mourns her lighted charms; 
The voice of impious mirthis hjeard around ; 
In guilt they feast, in gnilt the bowl is crown'd. 
Unpunish'd Violence lords it o'er the pbins, 
And Happiness forsakes the gnilty swains. 

O Happiness! from human search retir'd, 
Where art thou to^ be found, by all desir'd ? 
Nun sober and devout ! why art thou fled 
To hido in shades thy meek contented head ? 
Virgin of aspect mild ! ah why unkind, 
Fly'st thoo dkpleas'd, the commerce of mankind ? 
O ! t^ach our steps to find the secre^t cell, 
Where with thy sire Content thou lov'st to dwell : 
Or say, dost thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Famtlar, at the chambers of the greats 
Dost thon pursue the voice of them that call 
To noisy revel^ and to midnight ball? 
O'er the fiiU banquet when we feast our soul. 
Dost thou inspire the mirth, or mix the bowl? 
Or with the' industrious planter dost thou talk, 
CoBv^FsUig freely in an evening walk i 
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10 MISCELLANlEii 

Say, does the muer e'er thy ikce behold, 
Watchful and stndious of the treasured gold ? 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy mnch lov'd pow'r. 
Still mosing silent at the morning hour? 
May we thy presence hope in war's alarms, 

In S 's ' wisdom, or Montgomery's arms ! 

In vain our flattering hopes our steps beguile, 
The flying good eludes the searcher's toil : 
In vain we seek the city or the cell ; 
Alone with virtoe knows the Pow'r to dwell. 
Nor need mankind despair these joys to know. 
The gift themselves may on themselves bestow. 
Soon, soon we might the precious blessing boast f 
But many passions must the blessing cost ^ 
Infernal nmlice, inly pining hate, 
And envy grieving at another's state. 
Revenge no more must in our hearts remain. 
Or bnmmg lust, or avarice of gain. 
When these are in the human bosom nurst, 
Can peace reside in dwellings so accurst i 
Unlike, O Eglintoon ! thy happy breast, 
Calm and serene, enjoys the heavenly guest ; 
From the tumultuous rule of passions freed, 
Pure in thy thought, and spotless in tliy deed. 
In virtues rich, in goodness unconfln'd, 
Thou shin'st a fair example to thy kind; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's flune. 
How swift to praise, how obstinate to blame ! 
Bold in thy presence baslifnl Sense appears. 
And backward Merit loses all its fears. 



> Campbeirs Wisdom, Sec. edit. 1758: 

' In Staire'fl wisdom, or In Eralcine's charms/ 
Copy prtftxcd to edit, of the Gentle Sfaephcrri, in I75B. 
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Supremely blest by Heaven, Heaven's richest grace 
Contest is ttufie, an early blooming race 
Whose pleasing smiles shall guardian Wisdom arm, 
Difine instruction ! taught of thee to charm. 
What transports shall they to tiiy soul impart t 
(The conscions transports of a parent's heart) 
When thou beholdM them of each grace possest, 
And sighhig youths imploring to be blest. 
After thy image form'd, with charms like thine. 
Or in the visit, or the dance to shine. 
Thrice happy ! who succeed their mother^s praise, 
The lovely Eglintonns of future days. 

Meanwhile peruse the following tender scenes, 
And listen to thy native poet's strains. 
In ancient garb the home-bred Muse appears. 
The garb our Muses wore in former years. 
As m a glass reflected, here behold 
How smiling goodness look*d in days of old : 
Nor blush to read where Beauty's praise is shown, 
And virtuous Love, the likeness of thy own ; 
Wiiile mi(bt the various gifts that gracious Heaven, 
Bounteous to the6, with righteous hand has given ; 
Let this, O Eglint^m! delight thee most. 
To' enjoy tiiat innocence the world has lost. 



TO A YOUNG LADY 

WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM. 

Read here the pangs of unsoccessfnl love, 
View the dire ills the weary sufferers prove, 
When Care in every sliape has leave to reigit^ 
And keesier sharpens every sense of pain : 

Digitized by Google 



12 lliI6C3^I'AMI«4» 

No charm the cruel spoiler can contronlf 
He blasts the beauteous features of the soul ; 
With various coutiict rends the destined breast. 
And lays the' hitemal fair creation waste : 
The dreadful demon itiging unconfin'd, 
To his dire purpose bends the passive mind, 
Gloomy and dark the prospect round appears, 
Doubts spring froni doubts, and fears engender 
Hope aAer hope goes out in endless night, [fe4irs } 
And all is anguish, torture« and affright. 

O I beauteous friend, a gentler fate be tliine -, 
Still may thy star with mildest influence shine ; 
May Heav*n surround thee witb peculiar care, 
And make thee happy as it made thee fair ; 
That gave thee sweetness, unaffected ease, 
The pleasing look that ne'er was taught to ple^ise ; 
True genuine charms, where falshood claims no part> 
Which not alone entice, but £x tlie heart: 
And far beyond all these, supreme in place. 
The virtuous mind, an updecaying grace. 
Still may thy youth each fond ^deaifment prove 
Of tender friendship and complacent love ; 
May lovc^approach thee, m the mildest dress, 
And court thee to domestic happiness ; 
And bring along tlie power that only knows 
To heighten human joys and soften woes: 
For woes will be in life ; tliese still return, 
The good, the beauteous^ and the wise must mourn ; 
Doubled the joy that friendship does divide, 
Lessened the pain when arm'd the social side : — 
But ah I how fierce the pang, how deep the groan. 
When stroDg aflliction finda the weak alone ! 
Then may a friend still guard thy shelter'd days. 
And guide thee safe through Fortune's mystic ways ; 
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The happy yoQtli> whom most thy soul approves, 
FHend of thy choice and hiuband of thy loves. 
Whose holy flame Heaven's altar does inspire, 
That barns through life one clear unsullied fire, 
A motnal warmth that glows from breast to breast^ 
Who loving is beIov*d, and blessing blest 
Then all the pleasing scenes of life appear, 
The charms of kindred and i-ehitions dear. 
The smiling ofi&pring, Love's far better pair^ 
And all the social meltings of tlie heart : 
'Hien harlot Pleasure with her wanton trahn 
Seduces firom the perfect state in vain ; 
In vain to the lock*d ear the syren sings, 
When angels shadow with their guardian wings. 
Such, fair Monimia, be thy sacred lot, 
When every memory of him forgot, 
Whose faithful muse inspired the pious pray'r, 
And weary'd Heaven to keep thee in its care ; 
That pleas'd it would its choicest influence showV, 
Or on thy aerious or thy mirthful hour ; 
Conspicuous known in every scene of hie, 
The mother, sister, daughter, fKend, and wife *, 
That joy may grow on joy, and constant last, 
And each new day nae brighter tlian the past : 
Till late be the hour tliou yield'st thy breath. 
And mifist applauding friends retir'st to death ; 
Then wake renew'd to endless happiness. 
When Heav'n shall see that all was good, and blew. 
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CONTEMPLATION: 

THE TRIUMPH OF LOTS. 



rnrtnsqnc rcBurgcns 

8»vtt amor. VI RG. Mn. 4. 



O VOICE ilivine, whose heavenly stnuQ 
No mortal measure may attain, 
O powerful to appease the smart. 
That testers in a wounded heart, 
Whose mystic numbers can assoaga 
The bosom of tumultuous Rage, 
Can strike the dagger from Despair, 
And shut the watchful eye of Care. 
Oft kir'd by thee, when wretdies call, 
Hope comes, that cheers or softens all ; 
Expeird by thee and dispossest, 
Envy forsakes the homan breasL 
Full oft with thee the bard retires, 
And lost to earth, to Heav'u aspires i 
How nobly lost ! with tliee to rove 
Tiirough the long deepening solemn grove, 
Or underneath the moonlight pale, 
To Silence trust some plaintive tale 
Of Nature's ills, and mankind's woes, 
While kings and all tlie proud repose } 
Or where some holy aged oak 
A stranger to the woodman's stioke. 
From the high rock's aerial crown 
In twisting arches bending down, 
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BaCbes in the smooth peUadd stream ; 
Fall oft he waits the mystic dream 
Of mankUid's joys right miderstood, 
Aad of the all-prevailing good. 
Go fortii invok'dy O voice Divine! 
And issue from thy sacred shrine -, 
Go search each solitnde around, 
Where Contemplation may be foand, 
Where'er apart the godd^ stands 
With lifted eyes and heaven-rais'd hand» ; 
If rear'd on Speculation's hiU 
Her raptnr'd soul eqioys its fill 
Of fiur transporting Nature's scene^ 
Air, ocean, mountain, river, plain; 
Or if with measur'd step she go 
Where Meditation spreads below 
In hollow vale her ample store, 
Till weaiy Fancy can no more ; 
Or invrard if sh^tum her gaae. 
And aH the* intdkal world surveys ;^ 
With joy comphicent sees succeed. 
In fiiir array, each comely deed. 
She hears alone thy lofty strain. 
All other music charms in vain ; 
In vain the sprightly notes resound, 
That from the fretted roo6 rebound, 
When the deft nunstrelsy advance 
To form the quaint and orbed dance -, 
In vain unhallow'd lips implore, 
She hearkens only to thy lore. 
Then bring the lonely nymph along, 
Obsequious to thy magic song ; 
Bid her to bless the secret bow'r 
And heighten Wisdom's solemn hour. 
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16 MISGeLIAirfBl. 

Bring Faith, ettdn^d with eagle eyes, 
That joiDs this earth to distant skies ; 
Bland Hope that makes each sorro>w less, 
Still smiling calm .amidst distress ; 
And bring the meek ey'd Charity, 
Not least, though youngest of tli« three t 
Knowledge the sage, whose radiant light, 
Darts quick across the mental Night, 
And add warm Friend^p to the train> 
Social, yielding, and htimane ; 
With Silence, sober-snited aiaid, 
Seldom on this earth surrey'd : 
Bid in this sacred band appear, 
Tliat aged venerable Seer, 
With sorrowing pale, with watchtngs spiftre, 
Of pleasing yet dejected lur. 
Him, heavenly Melancholy hi^t, 
Who flies the sons of ^se delight, 
Now looks serene thr6ngh hunriin life, 
Sees end in peace the moral strife, 
Now to the dazziirig prospect bHnd, 
Trembles for He%ven and for his kind, 
And doubting much, still hoping' best, 
Late with submission finds his rest : 
And by his side advance the dame 
All glowing with celestial flilme. 
Devotion, high above thiit soars, 
^nd sings exulCmg, and adores, 
Dares fix on Heav'n a mortal's gaze, 
And triumph 'midst the Seraph^ blaze ; 
Last to crown all, with these be join*d 
The decent nun, fair Peace of Mind, 
Whom Innocence, ere yet betray'd, 
Bore young in Eden's happy shade : 
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ite8ign*d, contented, meek and mild. 
Of blameless mother, blameless child. 

But from these woods, O thou retired 
Hood-wink'd Sapentition dire : 
2eal that clanks her iron bands, 
And bathes in blood her ruthleis bands;. 
Fur hence Hypocrisy away, 
With pions semblance to betray. 
Whose angel outside fiiir, contains 
A heart corrupt, and foul with stains ; 
Ambition mad, that stems alone 
Hie boistrous surge, with bladders blown ^ 
Anger, with wild disordered pace ; 
And Malice pale of famish*d ikce ; 
Loud-tongned Clamonr, get thee (ar 
Hence, to wrangle at the bar ; 
With opening mouths vain Rnmour hungf 
And Falshood with her serpent-tongue ; 
Revenge, her bloodshot eyes on fire, 
And hissing Envy*s snaky tire; 
With Jealousy, the fiend most fell 
Who bears about his inmate helU 
Now fiir apart with haggard mien 
To lone Suspicion listening seen^ 
Now in a gloomy band appears 
Of sallow Doubts, and pale-ey'd Fears^. 
Whom dire Remorse of gnmt kind 
Pursues with scorpion-lash behind ; 
And thoii Self-love, who tak'st from earthy 
With the vile crawling worm, thy birth, 
Untouch'd with other8*^joy or pain, 
The social smile, the tear humane. 
Thy Self thy sole intemperate guest, 
Uncaird thy neighbour to^tbe feast, 

VOL. 1, c 
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As if Heaven's miivenal heir 

Twas thine to seize and not to share : 

With these away, base wretch accurate 

By pride begot, by madness nurst. 

Impiety ! of hardened mind, 

Gross, dnll, presuming, stubborn, blind, 

Unmov'd amidst this mighty all, 

Deaf to the universal call : 

In vain above the systems glow, 

In vain earth spreads her eharms beloWr 

Confiding in himself to rise, 

He hnrls defiance to the skies. 

And, steel'd in dire and impious deeds. 

Blasphemes his feeder whilst he feeds. 

But chiefly Love, Love far off fly, 

Nor interrupt my privacy > 

'Tis not for thee, capricious pow'r j 

Weak tyrant of a feverish hour. 

Fickle, and ever in extremes, 

My radiant day of reason beams, 

And sober Contemplation's ear 

Disdams thy syren song to hear. 

Speed thee on (^angetiil wings away. 

To where thy willing slaves obey, 

Go, herd amongst thy wonted train, 

The false, the' inconstant, lewd and vain; 

Then hast no subject here, begone, 

Contemplation comes anon. 

Above, below, and all around. 
Now nought but awful Quief s found. 
The feeling air forgets to move. 
No zephyr stirs the leafy grove ; 
The gentlest murmur of the rill. 
Struck by the potent charm, is still > 
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Each passion in Hm troubled broast, 
So toiling once, lies hosh'd to rest, 
Whatever nan's, hustling race employs. 
His cares, his hopes, his fears, his joys, 
Ambition, pleasure, interest,, fiune. 
Each nothing of important name ; 
Ye tyrants of this restless ball 
This groye annihilates you all. 
Oh power nnseen, yet felt, appear! 
Sure something moire than Nature's herei> 

Now on the flowering turf I lie, 
My soul conversing with the sky : 
Far lost in the bewildering dream 
I wander o'er each lofty theme ; 
Tow'r on Inquiry's wi^igs on high. 
And soar the heights of Deity : 
Fain would I search the perfect Uws 
That constant bmd the' unerring cause : 
Why all its children, bom to sfafue 
Alike a Other's equal care. 
Some weep by partial Fate undone. 
The ravished portion of a son ; 
Whilst 1)6 whose swelling cup o'«rflows,. 
Heedrnot his suffering brother's woes ; 
The Good, their virtiies all forgot, 
Mourn need severe, their destined lot; 
While Vice, invited by the great. 
Feasts under canopies of state. 
Ah ! when we see the bad preferr'd. 
Was it eternal Justice err'd? 
Or when the good could not prevail. 
How could Almighty prowess fail ? 
When undemealh the' oppressor's blow 
Afflicted Innocence lies low, 
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Has not the' AU-seeing eye beheld? 
Or has a stronger arm repell'd? 
When death dissolves this brittle frame, 
Lies ever quench'd the sort's bright flame ^ 
Or shall the* ethereal breath of day 
Relume once more this Uving ray ? 
From life escape we ail in vain? 
Heaven finds its creature out again, 
Again its captive to contronl, 
And drive him to another goal. 
When Time shall let his curtain fall, 
Must dreary nothmg swallow all? 
Must we the* unfinish'd piece deplore, 
Ere half the pompous piece be o*erJ 
In his all-comprehensive mind, 
Shall not the* abnighty poet find 
Some reconciling turn of fate 
To make his wondrous work complete, 
To finish fair his mingled plan. 
And justify his ways to man ? 
But who shall draw these veils that lie 
Unpierc'd by the keen cherub's eye?— 
Cease, cease, the daring. flight give o'er,. 
Thine to submit and to adore 
Learn then: into thyself descend. 
To know thy being's use and end. 
For thee what Nature's kmd mtenf,. 
Or on what fatal journey bent. 
Is mean self-love the only guide? 
Must all be sacrific'd to pride? 
■ .What siicred fountams then supply 
The feeling heart and melting eye ? 
Why does the pleading look disarm 
The hand of Rage with slau^ter warm ? 
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Or in the battle's generons strife, 

Does Britain qaell the lust of life? 

Next the bold inquiry tries 

To traice oar various passions' rise ; 

This moment Hope exalts the breast, 

The next it sinks by Fear deprest ; 

Now fierce the storms of Wrath begin, 

Now all is holy calm within. 

What strikes Ambition's stubborn springs. 

What moves Compassion's softer strings ; 

How we in constant firiendships join, 

How in constant hates combine ; 

How Nature, for her favourite man 

Unfolds tiie wonders of her plan ; 

How, fond to treat her chosen guest. 

Provides for every sense a feast; 

Gives to the wide excursive eye 

The radiant glories of the sky ; 

Or bids each odorous bloom exhale 
His soul to' enrich the balmy gale ; 
Or pour upon the' enchanted ear 
The music of the opening year ; 
Or bids the limpid fountain burst, 
Friendly to hfe, and cool to thirst ; 
What arts the beauteous dame employs 
To lead us on to genial joys. 
When in her specious work we join 
To propagate her fair design, 
The virgin-^e divine appears 
In bloom of youth and prime of years. 
And ere the destin'd heart's aware 
Fixes Monimia's image there. 

Ah me ! what helpless have I said ? 
Unhappy by myself betray'd ! 
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I deem'd, bat ah I deem'd hi ▼ain, 
From the dear image to refrain ; 
For when I fixt my musing thoaght, 
Far on solemn views remote ; 
When wandering in the' uncertain round 
Of mazy Doubt, no end I found ; 
O my unblest and erring feet ! 
What most I sought to shun, ye meet. 
Come then my serious Maid again : 
Come and-tiy another strain ; 
Come and Nature's dome explore. 
Where dwells retired the matron hoar j 
There her wondrous works survey, 
And drive the' intruder Love away* 

'Tis done: — ascending Heaven's height, 
Contemplation take thy flight : 
Behold the sun, through Heaven's vride space^ 
Strong as a giant, nin his race : 
Behold the moon, exert her light, 
As blushing bride on her love^night : 
Behold the sister starry train, 
Her bride-maids, mount the azure plain : 
See where the snows their treasures keep ; 
The chambers where the loud winds sleep ; 
Where the collected rains abide 
Till Heav'n set all its windows wide, 
Precipitate from high to pour 
And drown in violence of show'r : 
Or gently strain'd they wash the earth, 
And give the tender ^nits a birth. 
See where Thunder springs his mine ; 
Where the paths of lightnmg shine : 
Or tir'd those heights still to pursue, 
From Heav'n descending with the dew, 
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That soft impregns the youthfiil mead, 
Where thousand flow'rs exalt the head, 
Blark how Natare's hand bestows 
Abnndant grace on all that grows. 
Tinges, with pencil slow anseen, 
The grass that clothes the valley green; 
Or spreads the tnltp's parted streaks, 
Or sangaine dyes the rose's cheeks, 
Or points with light Monimia'i eyes. 
And forms her bosom's beanteons rise. 
Ah ! hanntiog spirit, art thou there? 
Forbidden in these walks to' appear. 
I fliooght, O Love ! tlion wonld'st disdain 
To mix with Wisdom's black-stay'd train ; 
But when my corions searchmg look 
A nice survey of Nature took. 
Well pleas'd the matron set to show 
Her mistress-work, on earth below. 
Then fruitless Knowledge torn aside; 
What other art remains untried 
This load of anguish to remove. 
And heal the cruel wounds of Love? 
To Friendship's sacred force apply 
That source of tenderness and joy, 
A joy no anxious fears profane, 
A tenderness that feels no pain : 
Friendship shall all these ills appease, 
And give the tortnr'd moomer ease. 
The' indissoluble tief that bmds 
In equal chains, two sister minds : 
Not such as servile mterests choose. 
From partial ends and sordid views ; 
Nor when the midnight banquet fires,. 
The choice of wiqe-inflam'd desires j 
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When tbe short felloimhips proee«<F^ 
From casual mirth and wicked deed ^ 
Till the next mom estranges quit* 
The partners of one guilty night \ 
But such as judgment long has weigh'dy 
And years of faithfiilness hsLve tried. 
Whose tender mind is firam'd to share 
Tlie equal portion of my eare. 
Whose thoughts my happiness employs 
Sincere, who triumphs in my joys, 
With whom in r!q)tures I may stray. 
Through Study'» long and pathless way» 
Obscurely blest, in joys, alone. 
To the' excluded world unknown. 
Forsook the weak fantastic train 
Of Fkittery, Mirth, all false and vain ^ 
On whose soft and gentle breast 
My weary soul may take her rest. 
While tlie still tender look and kind,, 
Fair springing from the spotless mind> 
My perfected delights ensure 
To last immortal, free and pure. 
Grant, Heav'n, if Heav'n meaD» bliss for i 
Monimia such, and long may be. 

Here, here again ! how just my iear ! 
Love ever (inds admittance here ; 
The cruel sprite intent on harm. 
Has quite dissolved the feeble charm ^ 
Assuming Friendship's saintly guise, 
H218 past the cheated sentry's eyes> 
And once attained his hellish end, 
Displays the undissembled fiend. 
O say ! my faithlul fair ally. 
How did'st thou let the traitor by? 
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I from the desert bade thee come % 

lovok'd thee from thy peaceful home. 

More to sablime my solemD hour. 

And corse this demon's fiOal pow'r; 

Lo ! by saperior force opprest, 

Thoa these three several times hast blest. 

Shall we the magic rites pursue. 

When love is mightier fiur than thoa? — 

Yes come, in blest enchantment skill'd^ 

Another altar let os bnild ; 

Go forth as wont, and try to find. 

Where'er Devotion lies reclin'd ; 

Tfaoo her fair friend, by Heaven's decree 

Art one witli her, and she with thee. 

Devotion come with sober pace, 
Full of thought and ibll of grace; 
While humbled on the earth I lie. 
Wrapt in the vision of the sky, 
To noble heights and solemn views 
Wing my Heav'iMspiring Muse ; 
Teach me to scorn, by thee reiin'd. 
The low delights of human kind: 
Sure thine to put to flight the boy 
Of laughter, sport, and idle joy. 
O plant these guarded groves about^ 
And keep the treacherous felon out. 

Now, see! tlie spreading gates unfold. 
Display 'd the sacred leaves of gold. 
Let me with holy awe repair. 
To the solemn house of prayer : 
And as I go, O thou ! my heart. 
Forget each low and earthly part : 

) £|anilier9,ch.83. 
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Religion enter in n^ breast, 

A mild and venerable gnest! 

Pot off, in Contemplation dro%vn'd, 

Each thought impure on holy groond, 

And cantious tread with awful fear 

The coorts of Heav'n ;~^r God is here. 

Now my grateful voice I raise, 

Ye angels swell a mortal's praise. 

To charm with yoar own harmony 

The ear of Him who sits on high. 

Grant roe, propitious heav*nly Pow'r, 

Whose love benign we feel eaoh honr, 

An equal lot on earth to share, 

Nor rich, nor poor, my humble pray'r, 

Lest I foi^t, exalted prood, 

The hand supreme that gave the good ; 

Lest want o'er virtue should prevail. 

And I put forth my hand and steal ; 

But if thy sovereign will shall grant 

The wealth I neither ask nor want ; 

May I the Widow's need supply, 

And wipe the tear fiom Sorrow's eye ; 

May the weary wanderer's feet 

From me a blest reception meet ! 

But if contempt and low estate 

Be the assignment of my fete, 

O ! may no hope of gain entice 

To tread the green broad path of Vice. 

And bounteous, O ! vouchsafe to clear 

The errors of a mind sincere. 

Illumine thon my searching mind. 

Groping ailer Truth and blind. 

With stores of Science be it fraught 

That bards have dream'd, or sages taught ; 
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And chief the Heay*ii-boni strain nnpart, 

A Mase according to thy heart ; 

That rapt in sacred ecstasy, ^ 

I may sing and sing of thee ; 

Mankind instmcting in thy ittws, 

Blest poet in fair Virtne's cause, 

Her former merit to restore. 

And make mankind again adore, 

As when conversant with the great. 

She fixt in palaces her seat. 

Before her all^revealing ray, 

Each sordid passion should decay : 

Ambition shans the dreaded Dame, 

And ^ pales his ineffectnal tiame ; 

Wealth sighs her tiiumphs to behold, 

And offers all his sums of gold ; 

She ^ in her diariot seen to ride, 

A noble train attend her side : 

A Cherub first, in prime of yean, 

The champion Fortitude appears ; 

Next Temperance, sober mistress, seen 

With look composed and cheerful mien ; 

Calm Patience, still victortons found. 

With never-fading glories crown*d ;* 

Firm Justice last the balance rears. 

The good man's praise, the bad man's fears ; 

While chief in beauty as in place 

She charms with dear Monimia's grace. 

Monimia still ! here once again ! 
O ! fatal name. Oh dubious strain I 
Say heav'n-bom Virtue, pow'r divine, 
Are all these various movements tiiine? 

9 See Hamlet. » See CharacteritttcSi vol. fi. p. 359. 
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Was it thy trininphs, sole inspir'd 
My soul to holy traasports fir'd P 
Or say do springs less sacred move? 
Ah ! much I fear, if s haman love. 
Alas ! the noble strife is o'er, 
The blissfol visions charm no more ; 
Far off the glofioas rapture flovm, 
Monimia rages here alone. 
In vain, Love's fugitive, I try 
From the commanding pow'r to fly, 
Though Grace was dawning on my soul, 
Possest l^ Heav'n sincere and whole, 
Yet still in Fancy's painted cells 
The soul-inflaming image- dwells. 
Why didst thou, cruel Love, again 
Thus drag me traick, to earth and pain ?* 
Well hop'd I, Love, thou would'st retire 
Before the blest Jessean lyre. 
Devotion's harp would charm to rest 
The evil spirit in my breast ; 
But the deaf adder fell disdains, 
Unlistening to the chanter's strains. 

Contemplation, baffled Maid, 
Remains there yet no other aid ? 
Helpless and weary must thou yield 
To Love supreme in every field ? 
Let Melancholy last engage, 
Reverend hoary-mantled sage. 
Sure, at his sable flag's display 
Jjoie's idle troop will flit away : 
And bring with him his due compeer, 
Silence, sad, forlorn, and drear. 

Haste thee, Silence, haste and go. 
To search the gloomy world below. 
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My trembtiog steps, O Sybil! lead 
Hirongfa the dominions of the dead : 
Where Care, enjoying soft repose, 
Lays dovm the burden of his woes ; 
Where meritorious Want, no more 
Shivering begs at Grandeur's door ; 
Unconscions Grandeur, 8eal*d his eyes. 
On the mouldering purple lies. 
In the dim and dreary round, 
Speedi in eternal chains lies bound : 
And see a tomb, it's gates displayed. 
Expands an everlasting shade. 
O ye inhabitants, that dwell 
Each forgotten in your cell, 
O say, for whom of human race 
Has fate decreed this hiding place ? 

And hark ! methinks a spirit calls, 
Low wuids the whisper round the milif 
A voice, the sluggish air that breaks, 
Solemn amid the silence speaks. 
Mistaken man, thou seek'st to know 
What known will but afflict with woe ; 
There thy Mbnimia shall abide, 
With the pale bridegroom rest a bride. 
The wan assistants there shall lay. 
In weeds of death, her beauteous clay. 

O words of woe ! what do I hear? 
What sounds invade a lover's ear ? 
Must then thy charms, my anxious care. 
Hie &te of vulgar beauty share ? 
Good Heav'n retard (for thine the pow'r) 
The wheels of time, that roll the hour ! — 

Yet ah ! why swells my breast with fears.' 
Why start the interdicted tears ? 
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Love dost thou tempt again i depart 
Tlioa devil, cast out from my heart. 
Sad I forsook the feast, the ball, 
The smmy bow'r and lofty hall, 
And soujiffat the dungeon of despair ; 
Yet thou overtak'st me there. 
How little dreamed I thee to find 
In this lone state of human kind ? 
Nor melanclioly can prevail. 
The direful deed, nor dismal tale : 

Hop'd I for these thou would'st remove ? 
How near akin is Grief to Love ! 

Then no more I strive to shun 

Love's chains : O Heav'n ! thy will be done. 

The best Physician here I 6nd, 

To cure a sore diseased mind, 

For soon this venerable gloom 

WiU yield a weary sufferer room ; 

No more a slave to Love decreed, 

At ease and free among the dead. 

Come then, jc tears, ne'er cease to flow. 

In full satiety of woe : 

Though now the maid my heart alarms. 

Severe and mi^ty in her charms, 

Doom'd to obey, in bondage prest. 

The tyrant Love's commands unblest ; 

Pass but some fleeting moments o'er, 

This rebel heart shall beat no more ; 

Then fVom my dark and closing eye 

The form belov'd shall ever fly. 

The tyranny of Love shall cease, 

Both laid down to sleep in peace ; 

To share alike our mortal lot. 

Her beauties and my cares forgot* 
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TO A YOUNG LADY 

ON BEK SIHGING. 

Such, skiU'd the tender verse to frame. 

And softly strike the golden lyre ; 
A stranger to tiie softening flame, 

And new to every mild desire. 

Sweets that crown the bedding year, 
Poor'd from the zephyrs tepid wing. 

Saw Sappho in the grove appear. 
The rival of the vocal spring. 

To try the heart-subduing strains, 

Anon the vernal scenes impel! 
0*er lofty rocks and riily plains 

Soft Mrarbled from the' Eolian shell. 

Or such as in the bright abodes, 
The youngest Muse with glories crown'd. 

To whom the Sire of men and gods 
Gave all the' enchanting pow'r of sound. 

As at the banquet of the sky, . 

Freed from the giant*« impiona arms, 
She drew each heavenly ear and eye, 

With beauty mingling music** charms. 

Had such a voice sure to prevail, 
Soft warbled from the syren strand, 

What wonder, if each amoroos sail 
Spontaneous sought the tuneful land. 

£v*n thou who cautions wing'st thy way. 
Had given thy tedious wanderings o*er> 

By Julia's all-persuading lay 
Fix'd ever to the pleasing shore. 
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A ikce 80 sweet had sore prevaird 
With wisdom's self to bear the Yoice» 

Whilst both the yielding heart assail'd, 
Here wisdom might have fix*d his choice. 



ON SEEING LADY MARY MONTGOMERY 
SIT TO HER PICTURE. 

IN IMITATION OF SPENSER'S STYLE. 

When Lindsay drew Montgomery, heavenly maid ! 

And gas'd with wonder on that angel &ce, 
Pleas'd I sat by, and joyfully survcy'd 

The daring pencil image every grace. 

When as the yonth, each feature o'er and o'er 
Careful retouch'd with strict observant view ; 

Eftsoons I saw how charms unseen before 
Swell'd to the sight, and with the picture grew. 

With milder glances now he arms her «yes, 
The red now triumphs to a brighter rose ; 

Now heaves her bosom to a softer rise, 
And fairer on her cheek the lily blows. 

Last glow'd the blush, that pure of female vrile 
I whilom knew, when so my stars decreed 

My pipe she deign'd to laud in pleasing smile, 
All undeserving I such worthy toeed. 

The whiles I gaz'd, ah ! felice Art thought I, 
Ah ! felice youth that doen it possess ; 

Couth to depeiot the Fair so verily, 
True to each charm, and ^f hful to each grace. 
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Sytfaence she cannot emulate her skill, 
Ne envy will the Muse her sister's praise. 

Then for the deed, O let her place the will, 
And to tlie glowing colours join her layes. 

Yet algates wonld the Nine, that high on hill 
Pamasse, sweet imps of Jove, with Jove reside, 

Give me to reign tlie fiery steed at will. 
And with kind hand thy Incky pencil guide : 

Then, certes, mought we fate misprise, of praise 
Secure, if the dear Maid in beauties bloom 

Survive, or in thy colours, or my lays, 
Joy of this age, and joy of each to come. 



TO LADY MARY MONTGOMERY. 

Say, thou with endless beauty crown'd, 
Of all the youth that sigh around 
Tliy worshippers, and anxious wait 
From thy bright eyes their future fate ; 
Say, whom do most these eyes approve ? 
Whom does Montgomery choose to love? 

Not him, who strives to build a name 
nt>m ruins of another's fame : 
Who proud in seU^onceit throws down 
His neighbour's wit, to raise his own. 
Should the vain man expect success, 
The fool of compliment and dress? 
Thy eyes undazzled can behold 
The gaudy notliing deckt in gold. 
Thy wise discernment soon descries 
Where folly lurks in wit's disguise -, 

VOL. I. D 
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Traced tfarougli eacli shape in tdndi 'tis seen 

Through the grave look the solemn mien ; 

The proud man's front, {be yain man's walk. 

The foplmg's dress, the coxcomb's talk. 

A large estate, and little sense. 

To charms like thine have no pretence. 

Shalt thon, O insolent ! prevail ? 

Heav'n never meant its goods for sale : 

Beauty the pearl of price, is giv'n, 

Not bought, 'tis the free grace of Hesv'B. 

The happy youth with arts refin'd, 
Simple of heart, of stedftst mind : 
Mliom thirst of gam conM never draw 
To trespass friendship's sacred law : 
Whose soul the charms of sense inspire ; 
Who loves, where reason bids admire : 
Cautious to shuii, with wise disdain. 
The proud, the airy, and the vain. 
Him whom these virtues shall adorn. 
Thou, fair Montgomery, vrilt not scorn : 
Of all the gifts of Heav'n possest. 
To him thou yield'st thy willing breast ; 
For him the blush, with modest grace. 
Glows rosy, o'er thy blooming fiice : 
For him thy panting bosom swells, 
And on thy lips sncii sweetness dwells. 
Crown'd with success, the happy boy 
Shall revel in excess of joy : 
While in thy presence, Heav'n appears 
In sweets laid up for many years. 
The beau and witling then shall fly, 
The fop in secret corner sigh ; 
Condemn'd to cry in love's despair, 
^ Ah ! why so wise who was so fair?* 
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Did thy example, beaoteoiu maid, 
The rest of womuikiild pemade.; 
Nor injw^d merit would eon^lan^ 
That it may love, and love in vaio : 
Nor flattery (alse, and impadeoce, 
Usurp the room of bashfal sense ^ 
No more at midnight ball appear, 
To 1^ on beauty's lisrning ear* 
Beauty would hear the vows of tnitii' 
Nor love would speak with folly's mwitli. 

Yet some there are, the better few> 
Wise thy example to pnraue ; ' 

Who rich in store of dative charms. 
Employ no artificial arms. 
Such heav'nly ' Chaiiotte, form divine » 
Love's universal kingdom's thine, 
Anointed queen! all nnconfin'd, ' 
Thine is the homage of mankmd : 
Thy subjects, willmg to obey> 
Bless thy mild rule and gentle sway ; 
With loyal mind each aealout pay» 
His tribute duteous to thy praise. 
Yet nought to greatness dost thou owe • 
Thy merit from thyself does flow ; ' 
Alike our wonder and oar theme 
In beauty as in place supreme. 
Sach thy fair sbter, fram'd to please, 
Of aspect gay, and graceful ease. 
Pure flows her wit and unrestrain'd • 
By envy and by hate unstain'd j ' 
Not as the rushing torrent pours, 
Increitt'd by snows, and wintry show'rs; 

1 Lady CiMrUtte Haaiittoa. 

Digitized by Google 



36 MISCBLLANIE9. 

Involving in its Airioos sway 
The labouring hinds, a helpless prey ; 
Now wide o'erapreaib the watry scene. 
And now decn»s'd, no more is seen : 
But as a constant river leads 
Its winding stream through purple meads ; 
That through the blushing landscape rolled, 
Reflects the bordering flowers in gold ; 
And, borne along with gentle force, 
Distributes wealth through all its course ; 
Nor does the fiuthful spring dtoy 
The alimental just supply. 

Thou ' Douglas too, in whom combine 
A spirit and a noble Une ; 
Engaging looks, that mild inspire 
Fond delight and yoong desire ; 
All-winning sweetness, void of pride, 
Thou hast no faults for art to hide. 
Maria such, whose opening bloom 
Foreshows the pregnant fruits to come. 
O blest ! for whom the Seasons' flight 
Ripens that harvest of delight ; 
To whom the Autumn shall resign, 
To press the rich luxuriant vine. 
Unwounded who can thee espy. 
Maid of the black and piercing eye ? 
Too rashly bold, we take the field 
Against thy shafts with Wisdom's shield ; 
IMerc'd helpless in our guarded side. 
We fill the victims of our pride. 

Nor Erskine less the song demands. 
Not least in beauty's blooming bands. 

< JUdy Jane Douglxs. 
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Enkine, peculiar care of Heavli, 
To whom the pow*r of soimd is gi?*n ^ 
Artist divine ! to her belong 
The heavenly lay, and magic song : 
How do we gaze with vast delight 
Her fingers' swift harmonious flight, 
When o*er the' obedient keys they fly. 
To waken sleeping harmony ? 
Whene'er she speaks, the joy of all. 
Soft the silver accents fall : 
Whene'er she looks, in still amaze 
The eyes of all enamoor'd gaze : 
Each word steals gently on the ear; 
Tis heaven to see, 'tis heav'n to hear. 

In everlasting blnshes seen, 
Such Pringle shines of sprightly mien: 
To her the pow'r of love imparts, 
Kich gift ! tiie soft successful arts 
That best the lovers' fires provoke, 
The lively step, the mirthful joke, 
The speaking glance, the amorous wile, 
The sportful laugh, the winning smile ; 
Her soul, awakening every grace, 
Is all abroad upon her face ; 
In bloom of youth still to survive. 
An charms are there, and ail alive. 

Fair is the Uly, sweet the rose, 
That in thy cheek, O Drummond ! glows ; 
Pure is the snow's unsullied white 
That clothes thy bosom's swelling height. 
Majestic looks her soul express. 
That awe us from desir'd access ; 
Till sweetness spon rebukes the fear, 
And bids the trembting youth draw near. 
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See, how sublime 4he does advance. 
And seems already in the dance ; 
Exalted how she moves along. 
Ten thousand tliousand gtaces strong ! 
Such Marchmont's dangfater, unreprov'd, 
The maid by men of sense belov'd ; 
Who knows with modesty to scorn 
The titles that may fools adorn : 
She claims no merit from her blood, - 
Her greatest honour to be good : 
Heedless of pomp, with open heart 
Well has she chose the better part. 
Such Hamilla's looks divine, 
Earth's wonder, Tinnegfaam, luid thine ! 
Her soul all tenderness and love. 
Gentle as the harmless dove : 
Who artless, charms without design. 
She ! of the modest look benign. 
Eliza young in beauty bright, 
lliough new to every soft delight. 
Yet soon her conquests shall extend. 
Soon shall the sprightly maid ascend 
The rival of each kindred name, 
And triumph to her mother's £ime. 
Full in the pleasing list appears 
Robertoun, in prime of years ; 
With skill she does her smiles bestow, 
For Palhis bends her Cupid's bow : 
Wisely she shuns to entertain 
The designing, and the vain ; 
To these 'tis all forbidden ground. 
Prudence, a cherub guards her round, 
With flaming sword foofo to expel ; 
In paradise ibols most not dwell. 
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Strike again the golden lyre, 
Jjdt Hume the notes of joy inspire. 
O lovely Home f repeat again 
My lyre the ever-pleasing strain. 
Dear to the muse, the muse approves 
Each charm, the muse the virgin loves : 
The muse preserves in lasting lays 
The records of soft beauty's praise ; 
In vain would triumph beauty^s eye, 
Unsung, these triumphs soon would die ; 
Fate overcomes the fair and strong. 
Bat has no pow*r o*er sacred song ; 
Verse the dying name can save. 
And make it live beyond the grave. 
Thos Hume shall unborn hearts engage, 
Her smile shall warm another age ; 
Her race of mortal glory past, 
The' immortal fame shall ever last ; 
Last shall the look that won my heart. 
The pleasmg look sincere of art 
O ! pow'rfui of persuasive face, 
Adom'd and perfected in grace ; 
What joys await, joys in excess. 
The youth whom thou decree'st to bless ; 
Ordain'd thy yielding breast to move, 
Thy breast yet innocent of love ! 

But who is she, the general gaze 
Of sighing crowds, the world's amaze. 

Who looks forth as the blushing mom 

On mountains of the east new bom? 

Is it not Cochrane &ir? Tis she. 

The youngest grace of graces three. 

The eldest fellto death a prey. 

Ah 1 snatcb'd m early flower away ^ 
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The second, manifold of charms, 
Blesses a liappy husband's arms ; 
The third, a blooming fonn remains ; 
O'er all the blameless victor reigns : 
Where'er she gracious deigns to move. 
The public praise, the public love. 
Superior these shall still remain. 
The lover's wish, the poet's strain ; 
Their beauties shall all hearts engage, 
Victorious over spite and age : 
Like thee, Montgomery, shall they shine. 
And charm the world with arts like thine. 



70 A LADY'y 

ON HER TAKING SOMETHING ILL THE AUTHOR SAIJK 

Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow? 

That beauteous heav'n, ere-wbile serene? 
Whence do these storms and tempests blow. 

Or what this gust of passion mean ? 
And must then mankind lose that light 

Which in thine eyes was wont to shine. 
And lie obscur'd in endless night. 

For each poor silly speech of mine ? 

Dear child, how could I wrong thy name ? 

Thy form so fair, and faultless stands, 
That could ill tongues abuse thy fame, 

Thy beauty could make large amends: 

1 Mrs. S. H. See Ritson's Seotish Songs, i. 52. 
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Or if I durst profanely try 

Thy beauty's poweiiul charms to' upbraid, 
Thy yirtue well migiit give the lie. 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 

For Venus, every heart to' ensnare. 

With all her charms has deck'd thy face, 
And Pallas, with unusual care, 

Bids wisdom heighten every grace. 
Who can the double pain endure ? 

Or who must not rettign the field 
To thee, celestial maid, secure 

With Cupid's bow and Pallas' shield ? 

If then to thee such pow'r is given. 

Let not a wretch in torment live, 
Bat smile, and learn to copy Heaven ; 

Since we must sin ere it forgive. 
Yet pitymg Heaven not only does 

Forgive the' offender, and the' offence, 
But ev'n itself appeas'd bestows. 

Aft the reward of penitence. 



UPON HEARING HIS PICTURE WAS IN 
* A LADY'S BREAST. 

Ye gods ! was Strephon's picture blest 
With the fiiir heaven of Chloe's breast ? 
Move softer, thou fond Hnttering heart ! 
Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou briglitest of thy kind. 
For Strepbon was tlie bliss designed i 
For Strephon's sake, dear charming maidj* 
Didst thou prefer his waudermg shade? 
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And thoOy blest shade! that sweetly art 
Lodged so near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hoar improve, 
And softly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful thmg ! it scorns to hear 
Its wretched master's ardent prayY, 
Ingrossing all that beauteous heaven, 
TIat Chloe, lavish maid, has given. 

I cannot bUme tliee : Were I lord 
Of all the wealth those breasts afford, 
I'd be a miser too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 
Oh smile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On these cold looks, that lifeless air, 
Prize him whose bosom glows with fire. 
With eager love and soft desire. 

Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid. 
To life can bring the silent shade : 
Thou can'st surpass the painter's art, 
And real warmth and fiames impart. 
But oh ! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond request, 
Say thoa canst love, and make me blest. 



TO H. H. 

IN THK ASSEMBLY. 

While crown'd with radiant charms divine, 
Unnumber'd beauties round thee shine; 
When Erakine leads her happy man, 
And Johnstone shakes the fluttering fan -, 
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M^hen beaoteoQt Friili^ shines confest, 
And gently heayes her sweUiag breast, 
Her raptnr'd partner stUl at gaze, 
PBrsuing through each winding maae ; 
Say, youth, and canst thoa keep secure 
Thy heart from conqnering Beauty's pow'r? 
Or, hast thou not, how soon! be.tFay*d 
Thie too-believing country maid ? 
Whose young and mexperienc'd years 
From thee no evil purpose fears ; 
And, yidding to love's gcfntle sway. 
Knows not that lovers can betray. 
Haw shall she cnne deceiving men ! 

How shaMflhe e*er believe again? 
For met my happier lot decrees 
The Joys of love tfaatxonstant please -, 

A warm, benign, and gentle flame, 

That f^rly bums, and still the same ; 

UnUkc those fires that fools betray. 

That fiercely bam, but swift decay ; 

Which warring passions hourly raise, 

A short and momentary blaze. 

My Ukme, my beanteoas Hume ! coostrains 

My hclut in voluntary chains : 

Well-pleas!d, for her my voice I raise ; 

For daily joys claim daily praise. 

Can I forsake the fkir, complete 

In all that's soft, and all that's sweet ; 

When Heav'n has in her form combined 

The scattered graces of her kind ? 

Has she not all the efaamia that lie. 

In Gordon's bhisb, and Lockhart's eye ; 

The dk>wn of lovely Hi^'s hair, 

Killocihia's sh^ie, orCockbvn's air ? 
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Can time to love a period bridg 
Of charms, for ever in their spring ? 
Tis death alone the lover frees, 
Who loves so long as she can please. 



INDIFFERENCE. 

By various youths admir'd, by all approv'd,: I 
By many sought, by one sincerely lov'd, i'*f- 
Chief of Edina's fair I iloarish'd long, t 
First in the dance, the visit, and the song ; * 
Beauty, good-nature^ in my form combined, i 
My body one adom'd, and one my mind. « 
when youthful years, a foe to lonely nights, 
Impels young hearts to Hymen's chaste dettghts, 
I view'd the' admiring train with equal eye, 
True to each hope, and faithfiil to each sigh : 
The happy hours of admiration past. 
The hand of nuptial love was giv*n at last ; 
Not to the faithful youth ray charms inspir^ 
Nor those who sought my charms, nor vrho admir'd ; 
He not prefer'd for merit, wit, or sense. 
Not chose, but suffered with indifference, 
Who neitlier knew to love, or be belov*d, 
Approv'd me not, and just not disapproved, 
Nor warmth pretended, nor affection show'd ; 
Ask'd, not implored ; I yielded, not bestow'd : 
Without or hopes or fears I join'd his side. 
His mistress never, and but scarce his bride. 
No joys at home, abroad was only sliow ; 
J neither gain*d a friend, nor lost a foe : 
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Tor, lost alike to pleamre, love, and fame, 
My person he enjoys, and I his name. 
Yet patient still I lead my anxious Ufe, 
Pleas'd that I'm catt'd my formal husband's wife. 



THE YOUNGEST GRACE. 

A LOV£.ELEGY. 

ADDRESSED TO A LADY, WHO HAD JUST FINISHED 
HER FIFTEENTH YEAR. 



His nltem accamnlem doois et fongar iuani 
Mauere VIRG. Aneid. 6. 



As tieanty's queen, in her aerial liall 
Sublimely seated on a gplden throne, 

Before her high tribunal summon'd all 

Who or on earth, sea, air, her empire own. 

First came her Son, her pow'r, her darlitog boy, 
Whose gentlest breath can raise the fiercest flame, 

Oft working mischief^ though his end be joy. 
And though devoid of sight, yet sure of aim. 

With him, his youthful consort, sad no more, 
Psyche, infhmchis'd from all mortal pain, 

Who, every trial of obedience o'er, 

Enjoys tiie blessings of the heavenly reign. 

Next, as it well beseemed, the tuneful Nine, 
Daughters of memory, and dear to Jove, 

Who, as they list, the hearts of men incUne 
To wit, to music, poetry^ or love. 
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She who witb'milder bieath inspiriiiK liils : 
Than ever Zephyr knew, the heart-boni'«igb. 

Or else from Natureli pregnant aouree distib. 
The tender drops that swell the love«ek eye. 

Or she who from her copious store affords, 
When love decrees, the faithful yoath to bleasy 

The sacred energy of melting words, 
In the dear hour and season of success. 

Last in the train two sisters fidr appeared, [sweet; 

Sorrowing they seem'd, yet seemM tii^ sorrow 
Nor ever from the ground their ^yes they reared. 

Nor tripp'd, as they weie wont, on snowy feet. 

The Cyprian goddess east her eyes araond. 

And gaz'd o*er all, with ever new delight ; 
So bright an host was no where to be found : 
Her heart dilates, and gloiies in its mights t 

But when witKbut their lov'd companion dear 

Two solitary Graces hand in hand 
. Approach'd, tiie goddess inly 'gan to fear 

What might befal the youngest of the band : 

* Ah I whither is retir'd my darling joy. 

My youngest Grace, the pride of all my reign. 

First in my care, and ever in my eye, 
Why is she now the lag of all my train P 

Ah me ! some danger threats my Cyprian state, 
Which, goddess as I am, I cant foresee ; 

Some dire disaster labours, (ah, my fate !) 
To wrest love's sceptre from my son and me.' 

She wept: not more she wept, when first her eyes 
Saw low in dost her Uion'stowery pride ; 

Nor from hec breast morefrequent hurst the alghs, 
When her lov*d youth, her dear Adonis died. 
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< Yet, yet,' she cry'd, < I ivill » moMudi reigii 1 

In my last deed my greataes ahaU be wen : 
Ye Loves, ye Smiles, ye Qraoet, all my trtin, . 

Attemi your Motlier, and obey yomr- Qatetu 
Wisdom's vain goddess weaves sone tieacherons 
wile^ 

Or haughty Jmio, . Heaven's relentless dane : 
Haste ! bendeach bow ; haste ! brighten every smile, 

And launch from every eye the lightning's flame.' 
Then bad fell Discord broke the golden chain 

That does the harmony of all uphold, 
And where these orbs in beauteous order reign, 

Brought back the anarchy of Chaos old : 

When Cupid keen unlocks his featber'd store, 
When Venns bums with more than mortal fire, 

Mortals, immortals, all bad fled before 
The Loves, the Graces, and the Smiles in ire : 

In vain, to' avert the horrors of that hour, 

Anxious for fate, and fearing for his sky. 
The Sire of gods and men had tiy'd bis pow'r, 

And hung his golden balances on high : 
Had not the eldest Grace, serene and mild, 

Who wish'd this elemental war might cease. 
Sprung forward, with persuasive look, and sn^'d 

The furious Mother of desires to peace. 

' Ah whence this rage, vain child of empty fear V 

With Accent mild thus spok6 the heav'niy maid, 
• What words, O Sovereign of hearts ! severe 

Have pass'd the roses of thy lips unweiglrd? 
Tliink not mankind fbrsake tliy mystic law : 

Thy son, thy pride, thy own Cupido reigns ; 
Heard with respect, and seen with tender awe ; 

Mighty on thrones, and gentie on the plains^ 
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Remembei'st not how in liie blest abodes 

Of high Olympus an ethereal guest, 
Mix'd with the synod of the' assembled Gods, 

Thou shar'd'st thehonoors of the* ambrosial feast ? 

Celestial pleasures reigning all around, 
Such as the pow'rs who live at ease enjoy, 

The smiling bowl with life immortal crown'd. 
By rosy Hebe, and the Phrygian boy : 

Hermes, sly God, resoly'd thy spleen to hit. 
Thy spieen, but, of itself, too apt to moye ; 

Prone to offend with oft-mistaking wit. 
That foe perverse to nature and to love. 

Much gloz'd he spitefiil, how rebellious youth. 
Lost to thy fear, and recreant from thy name, 

False to the interest of the heart, and truth 
On foreign altars kindles impious flame. 

Much gloz*d he tanntfiil, how to nobler aims 
The youth awakening from each female wile. 

No longer met in love's opprobrious flames, 
Slaves to an eye, or vassals to a smile. 

Now fifteen years the still-returning Spring 
With flow'rs the bosom of the earth has sow'd, 

As oft the groves heard Philomela sing, 
And trees have paid the fragrant gifts they ow'd. 

Smce our dear sister left the heavenly bow'rs: 
So wiird the Fate^, and such their high commands. 

She should be bom in high Edina's tow're. 
To thee far dearer than all other lands. 

There, cUd in mortal form, she lies concealed, 
A veil more bright than mortal form e'er knew ; 

5o fair was ne*er to dreaming bard reveal 'd, 
Nor sivee.ter.eler the shadowing pencil drew. 
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Where'er the beauteous heart-compeller moves. 
She scatters wide perdition all aronnd : 

Blest with celestial form, and crown'd with loye^ 
No single breast is refinctoiy foaod. 

Vain Pallas now the' nneqnal conflict sbons ; 

Vain are the terrors of her Gorgon shield : 
Wit bends ; but chief Apollo's yielding sons : 

To thy fdir doves Juno's proud peacocks yield. 

No rival pow'rs thy envied empu*e share ; 

Revolted mortals crowd again thy shritte ; 
Duteous to love, and every pleasing care. 

All hdarts are her's, and all her heart is thuie. 
So mild a sway the willmg nations own ; 

By her thou triumph'st o'er this subject ball ; 
Whilst men (the secret of the skies unknown) 

The beauteous apparition Laura calL' 



LOVE TURNED TO DESPAIR. 

Tis past! the pangs of love are past, 

I love, I love no more ; 
Yet who would think I am at last 

More wretched than before P 

How blesa'd, when first my heart ww freed 

From love*s tormenting care, 
If cold mdifierence did succeed, 

Instead of fierce despau*? 

But ah! how ill is he released, 

Though love a tyrant reigns, 
When the successor in his breast 

Redoubles all hb pains : 

VOL. I. B 
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In tain attempts the woefnl wigbt^ 
That would despahr remove, 

Its little finger has more weight, 
llian all the loins of love : 

Thns the poor wtetch that left his dome 

With spirit foul acenrst, 
Found seven, returning late, at home 

More dreadful than the first. 

Well hop'd I once that constancy 
Might soften rigonr'i frown, 

Would from the chains of hate set free^^ 
And pay my ransom down : 

But, ah t the judge is too severe, 

I sink beneath hialre ; 
The sentence is gone forth, to bear 

Despaur^s eternal fire. 

The hopes of sinners, in the day 
Of grace; their fears abate ; 

But every hope flies far away, 
When mercy shuts her gate : 

The smallest alms coold oft suffice^^ 

Love's hunger to assuage : 
Despair, the worm that never dies^ 

Still gnaws with ceaseless rage. 
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DOVES. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Ot Dove8«w«et geutle bircb, the heaveivhoraMiue 
Prepares to sing, their manners and what law 
The blameless race obey, their cares and loves. 
O sacred Virgin, tliat, to me unseen 
Yet present, whispers nightly in my ear 
Love-dited song or tale of martial Knight, 
As best becomes the tune, and aidful grknts 
Celestial grar« implor'd : O ! bounteous, say 
What iiivourite maid in her iirst bloom of yoath 
Wilt choose to honour? seem I not to see 
The laurel shake, and hear the voice divine 
Sound m mine ear : ' With Enkine best agrees 
The song of Doves *, herself a dove, ivell-pleas'd 
List gracious to the tale benign, and hear 
How the chaste bird with words of fondling love^ 
Soft billing, wooes his maid ; their spousal loves, 
Pore and nnstain'd with je^ilons fear of change ; 
How studious they to build their little nests, 
Nature's artificers ! and tender, breed 
Their nnfledg'd children, till they wing their flight. 
Each parents care/ Come, as the Muse ordains, 
O t tbon of every grace, whose looks of love, 
Enkine, attractive, draw all wondering eyes 
Constant to gaze ; and whose sabdoiug speech 
Drops as the honeycomb, and grace is ponr'd 
Into thy lips : for ever thee attends 
Sweetness thy handmaid, and, with Beauty, clothes 
As with the morning's robe invested round : 
O come, sigain invoked, and smiling lend 
Thy pleas'd attention, whilst in figrtr'd silk 
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Thy knowing needle plants the' embroidered flower 
As in its native bed : so majr^st thoa find 
Delight perpetual and the* inclining ear 
Of Heav'n propitious to thy maiden vow, 
When tfaon shalt seek from Love a yoath ^doni'd 
With all perfection, worthy of thy choice, 
To bless thy night of joy and social care. 
O happy he, for whom the vow is made ! 



THE FLOWERS, 

A FRAGMENT. 

The care of gardens, and the garden's pride 
To rear the blooming flowers, invites the Mose ; 
A grateful task! To thee, O Hume, she sings 
Well-pleas*d amid the verdant walks to stray 
With thee, her chief delight, when Summer smiles. 
Come now, my love, nor fear the Winter's rage ; 
For see tlie winter's post, the rains are gone : 
Behold the singing of the birds is now, 
Season benign, the joyous race prepare 
Their native mek>dy, and warbling airs 
Are heard in every grove ; the flowers appear 
Earth's smiling ofispring, and the beauteous meads 
Are cloth'd in pleasant green ; now fruitful trees 
Put forth their tender bods tliat soon shall swell 
With rich nectarious juice, and woo thy hand 
To pluck their ripen'd sweets. Forsake a while 
The noise of cities, and with me retire 
To rural solitude : Lo ! for thy head 
I weave « garland, deck'd with vernal flowers, 
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Violet, and hyacinth, and blushing rose 
Of every rich perfume -, here in this cahn 
And undisturbed retreat content to dwell 
Secluded from mankind, with thee and Love 
Sweet'ner oi^ human cares. But thoa peiiiaps 
Delighf St to hear the voice that bids thee come 
To festival and dance, thou longest to meet 
. The raptured youth, that at assembly hour 
Awaits thy coming : haste, adom'd in all 
Thy native softness, fresh as breathmg flowers 
Sweet smelling in the morning dew, and fire 
His soul, ill able to resist such charms. 
Won with attractive smiles ; while I far off 
Bemoan thy absence, and thy image form 
In every thicket and each secret grove. 
To soothe my longing mind by Fancy's aid, 
Pleasing resemblance ! until thou thyself, 
O fairest among women, deign to grace 
The bower that Love prepares, from me to learn 
llie care and culture of the flowery kind. 



THE EPISODE OF THE THISTLE. 

FLOWERS, BOOK t. 

Nor to the garden sole where fair resides 

As in her court the scarlet Queen, amid 

Her train of flowery Nymplis, does Nature boon 

Indulge her gifls ; but to each nameless field, 

When the warm sun rejoicing in the year 

Stirs up the latent juice, she scatters wide 

Her rosy children : then, innumerons births 

As from the womb spring up, and wide perfume . 
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Their cradles with ambrosial sweets aronnd. 
Far as the eye can reach all Nature smiles. 
Hill, dale) or valley, where a hidd stream 
Leads, through the ievel-dowii, his silver maze, 
Gliding, with even pace, direct, as one 
On journey bent, and now meandering &ir, 
Umramtier'd currents to and fro ^nvolv'd, 
His pastime, midemeath the azore green 
The wanton fishes sport ; and rottnd his banks, 
Sole -or in consort, th^ aerial kind 
Resound in air with song : the wild thyme here 
Breathes fragrance, and a thousand giitteringflowers 
Art never soWd. Ev'n here the rising weed 
The landscape pamts the Kon's yellow tooth, 
The' enamell'd daisy, with its rose adom'd 
The prickly briar, and the Thistle rude, 
An armed warrior, with his host of spears. 
Thrice happy planft ! feir Scotia's greatest pride, 
Bmbtem of modest valour, nnprovok'd 
That hanneth not; provok'd, that wiU not bear 
Wrong unreveng'd : what tliough the humble root 
Dishonour'd erst, the growth of every field 
Arose unheeded through the stubborn sott 
Jejune : though softer floweta^ dMhwHif,' fiy 
Thy fellowship, nor in the nosegay joui, 
Ill-niatch*d compeers; not less the dews of Heav'n 
Bathe thy rough cheeks, and wash thy warlike mail^ 
Gift of indulgent skies f though lily pure 
And rose of fi-agrant leaf, best represent 
Marians snowy bredst and ruddy cheek 
Blushing with bldom ; though Ormond*s laurel rear 
Sublimer branch, indulging loftier shade 
To heaven>instrncted bard, that strings bede^, 
Melodious, his sounding whre^ to tales 
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Of heanty's praise, or from victorious camps 
Heroes returning fierce : Uoenvied may 
The snowy lily flonrisb round the brow 
Of Gallia's king ; the Thbtle happier far 
Exalted into noble <fiime, shall rive 
Trinmphant o'er.eaeii^wer^.tfr Scotia*s bards 
Sabject of^astiBf. song, their Monarch's choice; 
W^ho, bomiteoiiS'to the lowly weed, refused 
Each oth^r;plant, and bade the Thistle wave, 
Embmider'd, in liia ensigns, wide displayed 
Along the mural breach. How oft, beneath 
Its martial inflaence, have Scotia's sons 
Throngb every age with dauntless valour fought 
Oa every hostile gronnd I while o'er their breast. 
Companion to the silver star, blfist type 
Of fame unsullied and superior deed, 
Dbtinguish'd ornament ! their native plant 
Snrronnds the sauited «ross, with costly row 
Of gems,.emblaa'd, and flame of radiant gold, 
A sacred mark^ their jglory and their pride ! 

But wouldst thou know how first the' iRustrious 
Rose to renown? hear the recording Muse ! [Plant 
While back through ages that have roll'd she leads 
The' enquiring eye, and wakens into life 
Heroes and mighty kings whose god-like deeds 
Are BOW no more; yet still the hme survives, 
Victor o'er time, tlie triumph of the Muset 

As yet for love of arts and arms renown'd. 
For hoary sires with gifts of wisdom grac'd, 
Unrival'd maid^ in beauty's bloom, desire 
Of every eye, and youthfiil gallant chie£i 
For courage lam'd and blest with sacred song, 
Floarish'd, sublime, the Pictish throne ; and sinr'di 
BJval of ScDti9*8 power, fiiir Caledon. 
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£<jua1s in sway, while both alike aspired 
To single rule, disdainiog to obey : 
Oft led by bate and thirst of dire revenge 
For ravish'd beanty, or for kindred slain, 
'Wide-wasting others realms with ini-oads fierce 
Until the Second Kenneth, great in arms, 
Brandish'd the* avenging sword, that low in dostyr 
Humbled the haaghty race: yet oft, of war 
Weary and havock dire, m mutual blood 
Embru'd, the nations join'd in leagues of peace 
Short «pece enjoyed > when nice suspicious fears^ 
By jealous love ef empire bred, again, 
With fatal breath, blew the dire flame of war, 
Bekindling fierce^ Thus, when Achaius reigned. 
By the disposing will of gracious Heav'n 
Ordain'd the prince of peace, fair Ethelind, 
Grace of the Pictiih throne, in rosy youth 
Of beauty's bloom, in his young heart inspired 
Spousal-desires; soft love, and dove-ey'd peace. 
Her dowry. Then, his hymeneal torch 
Concord high brandish'd ; and in bonds of love 
link'd the contending race. But, ah ! how vain 
Hopes mortal man, his joys on earth to last 
Perpetual and sincere :. for Athelstane, 
Fierce ftom the conquehjt of great Alnrcd, 
Northumbrian ruler, came. On Tweda's shore 
Full twenty thousand brazen spears, he fixt, 
Shining a deatbful view ; dismay'd tlie brave 
Erst undismayed : ev'n he, their warlike chief, 
Huugus, in arms a great and mighty name. 
Felt his lierce heart suspended, if to meet 
The' outrageous Saxon, dreadfiil in the rank& 
Of battle dis array'd. Suppliant of help, 
Hs sues the Scotish race, by friendly tie» 
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Adjnr*d, and nuptial rites and equal fearsb 
Led by their gallant prince, the chosen train 
Forsake their native walls. The glad acclaim 
Of shouting crowds, and the soft virgins' wish 
Pursue the parting chiefs to battle sent. 
With omens not averse. Darkness arose 
0*er Heav'n and earth, as now but narrow space 
Sundered each hostile force : sole in his tent 
The youthful chief, the hope of Albion, lay 
Slumbering secure, when in the hour <>f sleep 
A venerable form, Saint Andrew, seen 
Majestic, solemn, grand, before his sight 
In vision, stood : his deep and piercing eye 
Look'd wisdom, and mature sedateness weighed 
To doubtful counsels ; from his temples flow'd 
His hair, white as the snowy fleece that clothes 
The Alpine ridge, across his shoulders hung 
A baldric, where some heavenly pencil wrought 
The' events of years to come ; prophetic drawn. 
Seasons and times : in his right band he held 
A cross, far beaming througii the night -, his left 
A pointed Thistle rear'd. * Fear not,' be cry'd, 
* ITiy country's early pride ; for lo ! to thee 
Commission'd I, from Heav'n's eternal King, 
Ethereal messenger of tidings glad. 
Propitious now am sent : — then, be thou bold. 
To-morrow shall deliver to thy hand 
The troops of Athelstane. But oh! attend, 
Instructed from the skies, the terms of fate. 
Conditional, asaign'd ; for if misled 
By sacred lust of arbitrary sway. 
Thou, or of thee to come, thy race shall wage 
Injurious war, umighteous to invade 
His neighbour's reahns; who dares the guUty deed. 
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Him Heaven shall desert in needfot^ftotff ' 

Of sad distress, delivered o'er a prey 

To all the nations round* This plant I bear, 

Expressive emblem of thy equal deed: 

This, inoffensive in its native field, 

Peacefiil inhabitant, and lovrly grows ; 

Yet who with hostile hands its bristly spears 

Unpunished may provoke ? and such be thou 

Unproropt to* invade, and active to defend ; 

Wise fortitude ! but when the morning flaaies, 

Secure in Heaven, against yon fitted host 

Go up, and overcome. Wlien home retnni'd 

With triumph -crown'd, gratefiil to me shalt rear 

A rising temple on the destin'd space, 

With lofty towers and battlements adom'd, 

A house where God shall dwelt' The vision spoke. 

And mix'd with night, When starting from his conch 

The youth from siumberwak'd. The mingled cries 

Of horse, and horsemeD fiirious for the day. 

Assail his ears. And now both armies dos'd 

Tempestuous fight. Aloud the welkin roars, 

Resounding wide, and groans of death' are heard 

Superior o'er the din. The riyal Chiefe 

Each adverse battle gor*d. Here Athelstane, 

Hnaent in mail, rear'd high his moony shield 

Witii- SuMtt tmpbies charged and deeds of blood. 

Horrid achie ve m ent ? atr less furious there 

Hungus, eiifiam'd with despeiwfce rage and keen 

Desire> of victory ; and near him join^ 

With social valour, by the vision fir'd. 

The hopes of Caledon, the Scotish oak 

Plies fnrions, that fi'om the mighty*S blood 

Returned not back «nstiHn*d. Thus, whevthe se^eds 

(Of fire and nitronl spume imd grain adust, 
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Solphureoiu, distend Earth's boUow womb, 
Sicilian Etna labours to di6fj;orge 
Dreadfal ernption ; from the sraol&ing top 
Flows down the* Di<Aten rock in Uqaid ore, 
A threefold current to the wasted plain. 
Each ravaging a separate way : so fought 
Desperate the Chiels; nine hours in equal scale 
The battle bong, the tenth the Angel rear'd 
The tateUry cross, then disarray 
Fell on the Saxon host. Thus when of old 
The* Amalekite in vale of Rephidini, 
Against the chosen race of Judah, set 
The battle in array, and various cliance 
Alternate nird, when as the sun went down, 
Aaron and Hur npstaid the ^ing hands 
Of Moses, to sustain the potent rod, 
Till Israel overthrew : thus sore tliat day 
The battle went against the numerous hosts 
Of Athelstsme, impure; the daring Chief, 
Far from .the slaughter borne, a swelling stream 
By sufdden' rains high surging o'er its banks, 
Imgetnovuk ta baa flighty for ever sunk, 
Ktanbei V'anMMigrt^ tito ^teaidtr TAeB* vn^ Mi tntAf 
Confusion- on confonon; wild dismay, 
And skiughter raging wide, o*ertnrn'd the bands 
Erewtnle so proad array'd. Amaz'd they fled 
Before the Scotish sword ; 'for from the sword. 
From the drawn sword^, they fled, the bended bow, 
The victor's shout, and honour of the war. 
The royal youth, thus victor of his vows, 
Leads to his native land witli conquest crown'-d, 
His vrarring powers; nor of the Heavenly dream 
Unmindfiil, bade the promised towers aspire 
With solemn rites made sacred to the name 
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Of bim in Tiaion seen. Then to inspire 
Love of heroic worth, and kindle seeds 
Of virtuous emulation in the soul 
Ripenmg to deed, he crown'd his manly breast 
With a refulgent Star, and in the star 
Amidst the rubies blaze, distinguished shines 
The sainted Cross, around whose golden verge 
The' embroidered Thistle, blest inclosure ! wind» 
A warlike foliage of ported spears 
Defenceftil : last, partakers of his fame, 
He adds a chosen train of gallant youtlis, 
ninstrious fellowship ! above their peers 
Exalted eminent : the shining band. 
Devote to fame, along the crowded streets 
Are led, exulting, to the lofty fane 
With holy festival and ritual pomp 
Instaird, of solemn prayer, and offer'd vows 
Inviolate, and sacred, to preserve 
The ordinance of Heav'n, and great deeree. 
Voice of the silent night : ' O ill foreseen, 
O judgments ill forewam'd and sure denonnc'd 
Of future woes and covenants broke in blood. 
That children's children wept : how didst tfaon grieve, 
O virgin daughter, and what tears beflew'd 
The cheek of hoary age, when, as the Fates, 
Transgressed the higfa command, severely will'd, 
The hapless youth, as the fierce lion's whelp, 
Fell in tlie fatal snare ? that sacred head 
Where late the Graces dwelt, and wisdom mild 
Subdued attention, ghastly, pale, deform'd, 
Of royaltv despoil'd, by ruthless hands 
Fixt on a spear^he scoff of gazing crowds, 

1 This refers to the story of King Alpin slain by the PIcts, 
Bd his head fixed to a pole. See Bucbtnan, Inrak 5. 
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Mean triamph, born : then first the radiant Cross 
SBbmitted in the dost, dishonour fonl, 
Her holy splendors ; first, the Thistle's spears 
Broke by a hostile hand, the Silver-star 
Felt dim eclipse, and mourn'd in dark sojourn, 
A tedious length of years, till he, the fifth 
Trinmphant James, of Stuart's ancient line, 
Restored the former grace, and bade it shine, 
With added gifts adom'd. To chosen twelve^ 
Invested with the ornaments of fame, 
Hieir sovereign's love, he bounteous, gare to wear^ 
Across their shoulders fiung, the radiant brede 
Of evening bine, of simple fkith unstain'd 
Mysterious sign and loyalty sincere. 
Approven Chiefs ! how many sons, enroll'd 
In the fair deathless list, has Scotia seen, 
Or terrible in war for bold exploit? 
Blest Champions ! or in the mild arts of peace 
Lawgivers wise, and of endangered rights 
Firm guardians in evil times, to death 
Asserting Virtue's cause, and Virtue's train? 
Blest patronage ! nor these, with envy, view 
The* embroider'd Garter to surround tiie knee 
Of military chie6 of Brutus' blood ; 
With eqnsd honours grac'd, while monarchs bear 
The consecrated Cross, and happy Plant 
Bright on the regal robe ; nor valued more 
The' anointmg oil of Heav'n! In Britain's shield 
The Northern Star mhagles with George's beams. 
Consorted light, and near Hibemia's harp. 
Breathing the spirit of peace and social love, 
Harmonious power, the Scotish Thistle fills 
Dislinguish'd place, and guards the English Rose* 
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TO A GENTLEHfAN GOING TO TRAVEL. 

Trahit sua quemqiie votnptas. 

Well sang of old,iD everlasling strainsy 
Horace) sweet lyrist ; while tbe Roman harp 
He Strang by Tyber's yeUow bank> to chann> 
Toacan MscenaA^ thy weU<judgiiig ear ; 
How in life's journey^ varioas wishes lead 
Through different roads, to different ends, the race 
Diverse of homan kind. The hero mna 
Careless of rest, of sultry Xibyan heat 
Patient, and Russian cold> to win renown -, 
Mighty in arms, and waiiike enteipriaa ; 
Vain efibrts ! the coquettish i^mph sUliflie^ 
His swiil pursuit, and jilts Ambition's hope. 
At home, this man with ease and plenty bless'd 
The towermg dome delights ; and gardens fiur^ 
And fhiit^I fields, with silvan honours erowo'd. 
Stretched out in wide extent ; the gay machine 
Dear to the female race, the gilded coach, 
With Ihreried servants in retinue long, . 
Adom*d with splendent robes, the pompous tram 
Of pageantry and pride. His neighbour sits 
Timniur'4 al home, a miser dire ! nor dares 
To touch his store, theough dread of fancied want : 
Industrious of gain, he treasures up 
Large heaps of wealth, to bless a spendthrift heir 
That wastes in riot, luxury, and husrule. 
The purahase of his want ; nought shall he reck 
His father's pinp, when kivish he ordains 
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The feast in pillared hali, or sonny bow'r. 
With lost-inil^iniDg wioe, and wicked mirth 
Prolonjg*d to morning hour, and guilty deed. 

Others again,- the woods of Asteiy 
Love to inhabit^ of where down the moont 
Sky-climbing Pamass', her sweet-aonnding wave 
Castalia poars, with potent vii-toes bleas'd-; 
PoweHiil to chann llievear of farious wrath. 
To close the eye of anguish, or to strike 
The lifted dagger Arom despairing breast. 
Such Addison ; and such, with laurel crown'd, 
Immortal Congreve ; such the Muses' grace, 
Moeonian Pope : nor do the Nine reftue 
To rank with these, Feigusian nightingale. 
Untaught ¥rith wood-notes wild, sweet Allan hight; 
Whether on the ilowY-bkishing bank of Tweed, 
Or Clyde, or Tay's smootb-winding stream, his Muse 
CShoose to reside ; or o'er the snowy lulls 
fienlomon^ of proud Mormouiit, all the day. 
Clad in tartaaa, varied garb, she roves. 
To hear of kinga^ and heroes' godlike deeds : 
Or, if delighted on the knee she lies 
Of lovely nyrapbir as happy ,lap-dog grac'd ; 
Intent to soothe the ScotislLdBrasers eai, 
Cochrane, or Hamiltotftj with pleasing song 
Of him who sad beneath the wither'd branch 
Sat of Traouair, oomptaining of hi84ass ; 
Or the fond maid, that o'er the waf ry brink. 
Wept sleepiess night and day ; still Drafting o'er 
Her flying love, firon Aberdonr's fiiir coast. 

Others again, by party rage inflam'd, 
Blindfolded zeal, and superstition dire, 
Offipring of ignorance, and cloister^bom, 
With QodistUigQish'd violence, assaall 
Both good ai^ bad.'— — — 
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There k, \vfao stadioos of his shape and mien 
On dress alone employs his care to please. 
Aspiring with his outward show ; who, vain 
Of flaxen hair perfiun'd, and Indian cane, 
Embroider'd vest, and stockings silver-cIock*d, 
Walks through the* admiring tram of ladies bright; 
Sole on himself intent; best liken'dto 
The painted insect, that in summer's- heat 
Flutters the gardens round, with glossy wing, 
Distinct with eyes ; him oft the tender Miss, 
Escaped from sampler and the boarding-schoo!. 
Pursues with weary foot, from flow'r to flow'r, 
Tulip, or lily bright, or niby*d rose ; 
And often in the hollow of her hand 
Retains him captive, sweet imprisonment \ 
But, ah! how vain the joys the bean can boast; 
A while he shines in tavern, visit, dance, 
Unrivard, clad in rich refulgent garb 
Lac'd or brocaded ; till the merchant bold. 
With messenger conspuing, mortal dire ! 
Of merciless heart, throw him in dungeon deep 
Recluse from ladies : what avails him then 
The love of women? or the many balls 
He made to please the fiur? there must he lie 
Remediless, if not by pity won 
Fair Cytberea, sea-begotten dame, ' "* 

By spousal gifts from sooty Vulcan earn 
Fallacious key ; as ent, by love overcome, 
He forg*d celestuil arms, to grace her son 
Anchises-born ; and in the borrowed form 
Of longing widow, or of maiden aunt, 
(While sly Cyllenius, with ofnate charm 
Of Ceres, the still-watching Argus' eyes 
Of keeper drench in sleep profound), release 
The captive knight from the inefaanted dome. 
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Flowing with ale, as erst in Canaan saicf 
To flow with honey : there we often met. 
And qaafi^d away our spleen, while fits ef nurtfr 
Frequent were heard : nor waited amorous song^ 
Nor jocnnd dance ; lond as in Eden town, 
Where the tir'd writer pens the livelong day, 
Summons and horning, or tlie spousal band 
Of Strephon, and of Odoe, lovely lass ! 
Spent with his toil when thirsty twilight ^Us, 
He hies him gladsome, to the well-known place . 
finll-^ellar^ or O Joluiston's thinel^where fond 
Of drink, and knowledge, erst philosophers 
Have met ; or Couts's dark eimmerian cell. 
Full many a fathom deep : from far he heat's 
The social clamour through the (tome resound ; 
He speeds ainaio to join the jovial throng* 
So we delighted once : the bowl meanwhile 
Walked ceaseless still the round, to some fair name 
Devoted ; thine Maria toasted chief. 
Duty obsequious ! and thy looks benign 
Miss'd not their due regard : Dundassea fair 
Claimed next the kindred lay v nor didst thou pass, 
Constance, uncelebrated or UBsung. 
Hail, sacred three !. hail, sister minds ! may Heiew'n 
Pour down uncommon blessings on your heads. 
Thus did our younger years in pleasing stream 
Flow inoffensive ; fiiendship grac'd our days^ 
And dream of lovuig mistress blessed our night. 
Now from these joys convey'd, (so fate ordains) 
Thou wander'st into foreign realms, from thb 
Far, far sejoin'd ; no more with us to drain 
The ample bowl ; or, when in Heav'n sublime 
The monthly virgin from full gathered globe 
Poors down her amber streams of lights till wide 
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Hie ether flame, with choral symphony 

Of voice, attemper'd to sweet haatboy's breath, 

Mixt witii the TioUn's silver somid, below 

The window of some maid belov*d, shall ply - 

The nightly serenade. — ^To other joys 

Thon now must tarn, when on the pleasing shore 

Of mild Hesperia, thou behold'st amaz'd 

The venerable urns of ancient chiefs, 

Who stem in arms, and resolute to dare 

In freedom's cause, have died, or gloiious liv'd ; 

CamiUus ; Brutus, great from tyrant's blood > 

Coriolamis, famous in exile ; 

LaureVd Zamean Scipio, the scourge 

Of Punic race ; or liberty's last hope, 

Self-mnrder'd Cato ; consecrate to faime 

They live for ever in the hearts of men. 

Far better monument, than costly tomb 

Of Egypfs kings. Time with destructive hand, 

Shalt moulder into dust the plt'd-np stone. 

With all its praises ; ah ! how vain is fame ! 

With virtue then immortalize thy life. 

But these, so potent Nature's will decrees, 
Delight not me, on other thoughts mtent; 
Not studious at midnight lamp to pore 
The medal, learned coin! where laurel wreathes 
The sacred head of kings, or beauty bright 
Of kings sweet paramour, the lettered sage 
Or prudent senator, by eating time 
Dedic'd injurious ; the faithless trust 
Of human greatness ! Nor do I incHne 
To pass the Frith that parts from Gallia'^ reign 
My native coast, solicitous to know 
What other lands impart : all my delights 
Are with my friends in merry hour, at Steel's 
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Assembled, while onrespited the glass 

Swift circles round the board,charg'd with fair name^ 

Erekiae, or Pringle thine ; until the sun 

That, setting, wam'd us to the friendly cups 

Awake, and view our revels uncomplete. 

But if the Heaven's disposer of our fate. 

Force me, unwilling, shift my native land ; 

O ! in whatever soil my weary feet 

Are dooni'd to stray, O might I meet my friend ! 

Or, if the rising sun shall gild my steps 

On fruitful fields of Ind, Bengala's shore, 

Spice-bearing Tidor's'^isle, or where at eve,^ 

Near western Califum, beneath the main 

He sinks in gold ; or on vine-fostering hills 

Of nearer lAtium, nurse of kings and gods. 

O ! might I view thee on the flowery veige 

Of Tyber, stream renovm'd in poets' song j 

Or in the Roman streets, with curious eye 

Studying the polish'd stone, or trophied arch 

Trajan, or Antonine ; not long content 

With toil unprofitable. Thee I'd lead 

Well plea8>*d to Horacti' tomb, dear laughing bard ! 

Where the Falemian vintage should mspire 

Sweet thoughts of past delight ; the goblet rough 

With sculptur'd gold rosy from Chios' isle. 

Should warm our hearts sacred to Pringle's cheek. 

Still glowing, and to sweet Humeia's lip. 

To Drummond's eye, Maria's snowy breast 

Soft-heaving, or to lovely Erskine's smUe ; 

While on the wounded glass the diamond's path 

Faithful, shall show each favourite virgin's name^ 

Not without verse and various emblem grac'd ^ 

The Latian youth at merry revels met. 

In fancy shall admire the Scotisb maid 

Digitized by Google 



HISCELIANIES. 69 

Bright as the raddy Yir^ Roman-foorn ; 

Nor with their nathe dames reibse to join 

Impartial, their heahh beioT'd : and would 

The Nine inspire me equal to ray choice, 

In lays such as the Roman swan might sing, 

Fair as Horatian Lydia should my Hnme 

For ever ilonrish, or Naeera bright. 

Of soft Tibnllns* Muse the lovely theme. 

Nor should alone in melancholy strains, 

Of cruel nymph, and constant vows refused, 

Gallus complain, when on the flinty rock, 

Or wailing near earth-diving Arethnse, 

Sicilian stream, he made to woods his moan. 

Despairing of his loves : Maria's scorn 

Cloth*d in the style of Mantua, should shine 

As thine, Lyeorisi theme of iuture song 

-Surviving as itself. Maria*s scorn 

For ever I endure : Ahl hard return 

To vrarmth like mine : nathless the mourning Muse 

Must praise the maid still beauteous in her eye, 

Crown'd with each lovely grace, and warm in bloom ; 

Though saHen to my suit, her ear be shut 

Against my vows, ungracious to my love. 

But this as time directs ; thy health demands 
The present care, and joys within our pow'r; 
Nor shall we not be mindful of thy love, 
Met in our festivals of mirth: but when 
T1k>u to ihy native Albion shalt return. 
From whatever coast, or Russia's northern bear^ 
Inclement sky ! or Italy the blest 
Indulgent land, the Muses' best belov'd ; 
Over a wondrous bowl of flowing punch 
W^ell plight our hands a-new, at Don's, or Steel*»^^ 
Who bears the double keys, of plenty sign ; 
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Or at facetious Thorn's, or Adamson 
Who rears alone (what needs she more?) the viue. 
Emblem of potent joys; her self with looks 
Snasive to dnnk, 611s up the brimming glass, 
Well-pleas*d to see the sprightly healths go round. 
Hail, and &rewell ! may Heav'n defend thee safe; 
And to thy natal shore and longing fHends 
Restore thee, when thy destined toils are. o'er, 
Polish'd with manners, and enriched with arts. 



THE RHONE AND THE ARAJL 

Two rivers .in iam'd Gallia's bomids are known, 
The gentle Arar and the rapid Rhone ; [dream, 
Throngii pleasing banks, wliere love-tick shepherda 
Mild Arar softly steals her lingering stream : 
Her wave so still, the' exploring eye deceives. 
That sees not if it comes, or if it leaves : 
With silver graces ever dimpled o'er, 
Reflects each flower, and smiles on every shore ; 
Each yonth withjoy the' enchanting scene surveys, 
And thinks for him the amorous streiun dehtys -, 
While the sly nymph above unseen to flow. 
To her own purpose true, steals calm below. 
More rapid rolls the Rhone, tumultuous flood, 
Alt raging unwithheld, and nnwithstood ; . 
In vain or fertile fields invite its stay. 
In vain or roughest rocks oppose its way \ 
It bounds o'er all,- and, insolent of force. 
Still hurries headlong on a downward course. 
Sometimes, 'tis true, we snatch with painful sight. 
Across the working foam |i moment's light j 
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The moraentaiy ^ion snatched again, 
The troubled river boib and froths amaui. 
To -which of tiiese, alas! shall I confide? 
Say, shaH I plange in Rhone's impetnoos tide, 
And by the various oddies roird abont, 
Joftt as the whirlpools gtiide, suck'd in^cast oot i 
Till, throogh a tfaoosand giddy circles tost, 
la the broad ocean's boundless floods Vm lost? 
Or, tell me, trends — less venturous, sliaU I lave 
My glowing lioabs in Arar's gentle wave? 
In whose fair bosom beauteoas prospects rise, 
The earth in verdure, and in smiles the skies : 
With thougbttest rapture every charm explore, 
Heav'd by no breeze, or wafted to no shore : 
Till trusting credulous to the ialse serene, 
I sink to ruin in the pleasing scene. 



THE PARODYi 
BY MR. W**»***. 

7we toasts at every public place are seen, 
God-like Elizabctii, and gentle Jean : 
Mild Jeany smiles at every word yon say, 
Seems pleas'd herself, and sends you pleased away. 
Her face so wondrous fair, so sofjt her bands, 
We're tempted oft to think — she nnderstands : 
Each fop with joy the kind endeavour sees. 
And thinks for him the anxious care to please: 
But the sly nymph has motives of her own. 
Her lips are open'd, and — ^her teeth are shown. 
Bess blundera oot with every thing alond. 
And rattles una^thbeld and nnwithstood : . 
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In vain the ogiiing swiin implores a tracer 
Nor can his wit one moment's pause prodace; 
She bonnds o'er aU, and conscious of her force. 
Still pours along the torrent of discourse. 
Sometimes, 'tis true, just as her breath she draws> 
With watchfiil eye -we catch one moment's pause : 
Bat when that instantaneous moment's o'er, 
She rattles on incessant as before. 
To which of these two wonders of the town, 
Say, shall I trust to spend an aflemoon^ 
If Betty^s drawing-riMm should be my chmce^ 
Intoxicate with wit, struck down with noise, 
Pleas'd, and displeas'd, I quit the Bedlam scene^ 
And joyful hail my peace of mind again: 
But if to gentle Jeany's I repair, 
Regal'd on syUabubi and fed on air. 
With studied rapture yawning I commend, 
Mov'd by no cause, directed to no end, 
Till half asleep, though flatter'd, not content, 
I come away as joyless as I went. 



EPIGRAM 



OS A LION ENRAGED AT SEEING A LAD IN TBfi 
HIGHLAND DRESS. 

Calm and serene the' imperial lion by 
Mildly indulging in the solar ray. 
On vulgar mortals with indiflerenee gai'd, 
All unconcerned, nor angry, nor amaa'd ; 
But when the Caledonian lad appear'd. 
Sudden alarm'd, his manly mane he rear'd. 
Prepared in fierce encounter to engage 
ttie only object worthy of his rage. . 
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MISS AND THE BUTTERFLY, 

A FABLE. 
IN THE MANNER OF THE LATE MR. GAT. 

A TENDER Miss, whom mother's care 
Bred op in wholes<»ne country air, 
Far fi'om the tollies of the town. 
Alike untaoght to smile or frovm; 
Her ear omisM to flattery's praise, 
Unknown in woman's wicked ways ; 
Her tongue from modish tattle free, 
Undipp'd in scandal and bohea ; 
Her genuine form and native grace 
Were strangers to a looking-glass : 
Nor cards she dealt, nor flirted ^, 
And valued not quadrille or Inan ; 
Bat simple liv'd, jnst as yon know 
MLss Chloe did-— some weeks ago. 

As now the pretty Innocent 
Walk'd forth to taste the early scent. 
She tripped about the murmuring stream, 
That oft had lull'd her thoughtless dream. 
The morning sweet, the air serene, 
A tlionsand flowers adom'd the scene ; 
The birds rejoicing round appear 
To choose tlieir consorts for the year; 
Her. heart was light, and fiiU of play, 
And, like herself, all nature gay. 

On such a day, as Sages sing, 
A Butterfly was on the wing ; 
From bank to bank, from iDloom to bloom. 
He stretched the gold-bespangled plume: 
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Now skims aloug, and now alights 

As smell allures, or grace invites ) 

Now the violet's freshness sips ; 

Now kiss'd the rose's scarlet lips $ 

Becomes anon the daisy's guest ; 

Then press'd the lily's snowy breast ; 

Nor long to one voochsafeft a stay, 

But just salutes, and flies away. 
The virgin saw, with rapture tir'd ; 

She saw, and what she saw desired, 

The shining wings, and starry eyes, 

And bums to seize the hving priie ; 

Her beatins; breast and glowing fiice 

Betray her native love of dress. 

And all the woman full exprest 

First flutters in her little breast : - 

Ensnar'd by empty outward show, 

tShe swift pursues the insect-beau ; 

O'er gay parterrers she runs in haste. 
Nor heeds the garden's flowery waste. 

Long as the sun, witli genial pow'r 
increasing, warm'd the sultry hour, 
The Nymph o'er every border flew, 
And kept the shining game in view : 
But when, soft breathing through the trees. 
With coolness came the evening-breese ; 
As hovering o'er tlie tulip's pride 
He hung with wing diversified. 
Caught in the hollow of hel* hand, 
fihe held the captive at command. 
Fluttering in vain to be releas'd, 
He thus the gentle nymph address'd :—- 
-* L«ose, generous virgin, loose ray chain ; 

.From me what gloiy canst thou gain ? 
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A TftiD^ imqiiiet, glittering thing. 
My only boast a gorgeous wing ; 
From flower to flower I idly stray, 
The trifler of a summer's day : 
Then let me not in vain implore, 
But leave me free again to soar.' 

His words the little charmer mov'd ; 
She the poor trembier*s suit approv'd. 
His gaudy wings he then extends, 
And flutters on her Angers' ends ; 
Fh)m thence he spoke, as you shall hear, 
Tn strains well worth a woman's ear : — 
* When now thy young and tender age 
Is pure, and heedless to engage : 
When in thy free and open mien 
No self-important air is seen ; 
Unknovnng all, to all unknown, 
Thou liv'st, or prais'd or blam'd by none. 
But when, unfolding by degrees 
The woman's fond desire to please, 
Studious to heave the artful sigh. 
Mistress of the .tongue and eye. 
Thou sett'st thy little charms to show, 
And sport'st familiar with the beau ; 
Forsaking then tlie simple plain, 
To mingle with the courtly train, 
Thou in the midnight ball shalt see 
Things apparell'd just like me ; 
Who round and round, witliout design, 
Tinsell'd in empty lustre shine : 
As dancing through the spacious dome. 
From faur to fair the friskers roam, 
If charra'd with the embroider'd pride, 
The victim of a gay outside, 
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From place to place, as me just now, 
The glittering gewgaw you pursue, 
What mighty prize shall crown thy pains ? 
A Butterily is all thy gains!' 



ON A SUMMER-HOUSE JN MY OWN 
GARDEN. 

Whilst round my head the zephyrs gently play. 

To calm reflection I resign the day ; 

From all the servitudes of life releast 

I bid mild Friendship to the sober feast, 

Nor Beauty bani^ from the hallow*d ground. 

She enters here to solace, not to wound; 

All else excluded from the sacred spot. 

One half detested, and one half forgot: 

All the mad human tumult, what to me? 

Here chaste Calliope, I live with thee. 



ON A DIAL IN MY GARDEN 

Once at a potent leader's voice it stay'd, 
Once it went back when a good monarch pray'd: 
Mortals, howe'er we grieve, howe'er deplore, 
The flying shadow shall return no more. 
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ON AN OBELISK IN MY GARDEN. 

View all aroand, the works of Power Diyine^ 
Inquire, explore, admire, extol, resign ; 
TMs is<the whole of human kind below, 
lis only giv'n beyond the grave to know. 



ON A DOG. 

Calm though not mean, courageous without rage,. 
Serious not dull, and without thinking sage ; 
Pleas'd at the lot that Nature has assigned/ 
Snarl as 1 list, and freely bark my mind ; 
As churchman wrangle not with jarring spite, 
Nor statesman-like caressing whom I bite ; 
View all the canine kind witli equal eyes, 
I dread no mastijff, and no cur despise : 
True from the first, and faithful to the end, 
I balk no mistress, and forsake no friend. 
My days and nights one equal tenor keep, 
Fast but to eat, and only wake to sleep : 
Thus stealing along life I tive incogy 
A very plain and downright honest Dog. 



mTHRIDATES. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
After the Marnier of the French dramatic- rhyme uf Ractne. 

XIPHARE8. ARBAT£8. 

Xip. Tis- true, Arbates, what all tongues relate, 
Rome triumphs, and my father yields t<j^ fate : 
He whose wide empirestretch'dfrom shore to shore. 
The mighty Mithridates i» no more. 
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Pompey^ wide-scattering terror and affri^fr 
Snrpriz'd his prudence in the shades of night ; 
Through all his camp a sudden ruin spread. 
And heap'd it roana with moiuitains of the dead: 

On broad Euphrates' bank the monarch lies 

His diadem is falPn the victor's prize. 

Thus he whom Asia forty years beheld 

Still rising nobler from each well-fought field, 

Who bold aveng'd, higfa-rais'd on valour's wings. 

The common cause of empire and of kmgs, 

Dies, and behind him leaves, by fortune crost. 

Two sons, alas f in mutual discords lost. 

Arb, How, Prince ! so soon does fell ambition 
To break the union of fraternal love? [move 

Xip. Far, far such guilt be from Xipliares* breast. 
Far such ambition, which the good detest ; 
Nor glory shines so tempting in my eye, 
Nor rate I empire at a price so high ; 
True to the kindred honours of my name, 
I recognize a brotlier's jnster claim ; 
Nor further does my highest wish aspire, 
Than those fair kingdoms left me by my sire; 
The rest without regret I sec become 
His valour's purchase, or the gift of Rome. 

Arb. The gift of Rome, say'st? can Phamaces 

Can Mithridates' son ? [owe ? 

Xip. Arbates, know, 
In vain Phamaces veils hiftiself in art. 
Long since become all Roman at the heart ; 
Lost to his father's glories, and his own. 
He longs to mount a tributary throne : 
Whilst 1, more desperate from my father's fiite, 
Nourish within my breast immortal hate. 
But yet, not all the rage that hatred breeds^ 
Not all the jealousies ambition feeds, 
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Not all the giories Poiitos' reidms can boast, 
Not these divide ovr wretched bosoms most. 

Arb. What nearer care Xiphares' fear alamis ? 

Xip^ Then hear astonish'd, fiiend; Monioiia*» 
charms, 
Whom late our fiaitlier honoured with his vows, 
And now Pharnaces with bold aeal pursues. 

Arb. Monimia! 

Xip. I love, nor longer will conceal 
A flame which truth and honour bid reveal : 
Nor dnty further binds my tongue, since here 
I now no rival but a brother fear : 
Nor is this flame the passion of a day, 
A sudden blaze that hastens to decay ; 
Long in my breast I pent the rising groan, 
Told it in secret to my heart alone :> 

could I faithful to its rage, express 
Its first uneasiness, my Ust distress ! 

But lose not now the moments to disclose 

The long, long stmy of my amorous woes. 

Suffice it thee to know, that ere my sire 
Beheld this beauteous object of desire, 

1 saw and felt the charmer in my heart. 
And holy passion dignified the dart. 

My fiither saw her .too ; nor sought to move 
With vows that she and virtue could approve y. 
Haughty of sovereign rule, he hop'd to find 
An easy conquest o'er a woman^ mind : 
But when he found in honour resolute. 
She scom'd indignant his imperious suit, 
Twas then he sent in Hymen's sacred name 
His diadem, tlie pledge of purer flame. 
Judge tlien, my firiend, what agonizing smart. 
Tore up my senses, and transfix'd my heart. 
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When first from fimie the dreadful tde I heard, 
The iaur Monunia to bis throne preferred ; 
And that Arbates with his beauteous prey 
Shap*d for Nymphea's waUs the destined wayJ 
Twas then, the more to aggravate my doom, 
My mother listened to the arts of Rome : 
Whether by her great zeal for me misled. 
Or stnng with rage for her deserted bed, 
Betrayed to Pompey (impotent of mind) 
The fort and treasures to her chaiige consigned* 
How dreadful did my mother's gnilt appear t 
Soon as the fetal tidings reached my ear, 
No more I saw my rifal in my sire. 
My duty triumphed o'er my fond desire ; 
Alone in the unhappy man snrvey'd 
The fether injur'd, and the king betray'd : 
My mother saw me, prodigal of breaUi, 
In every field encounter every death ; 
Keen to redeem the honours of my name, 
Repair her wrongs, and disavow her shame. 
Then the broad Euxine own'd my Other's sway, 
I made the raging Hellespont obey ; 
His happy vessels flew without contronl, 
Wherever winds could watt, or oceans roll. 
My filial duty had attempted more, 
Ev'n hop'd bis rescue on Euphrates' shore ; 
Sudden I heard, amid the martial strife, 
A hostile arm had cut his thread of life. 
Twas then, I own, amid ray various woes, 
Monhnia dear to my remembrance rose : 
I fear'd the forious king, the dire excess 
Of amorous rage, and jealous tenderness : 
Hither I flew, some mischief to prevent. 
With all the speed presaging passion lent ; 
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Nor loss my fears ^ioister omens drew. 

When in these walls Pharnaces stmck my view 

Phamaces ! still impetuous, haughty, bold. 

Rash in design^ in action, uncootroul'dy 

Solicits the fair queen, again renews 

His interrupted hopes, and former vows, 

C^afirms his. Other's death,, and lougs to move 

Her gentle bosom to more equal love. 

I own indeed, whilst Mithridates reign'd. 

My Ipve was by parental law restrained, 

Rever'd submissive his superior pow'r. 

Who claim'd my duty from my natal hour ; 

Enfiranchis'd by iiis deaths it scorns to yield 

To any other's hopes 90 dear a field. 

Either Mouimia adverse to my claim. 

Rejects, ah, Heav'n forbid ! my tender claim y 

Or — but whatever danger's to be ran,. 

*Tis by my death alooeJbe priie is woai. 

Tis. thine to choose, which of the two to save, 

Thy royal master's son, or Pompey's slave. 

PrQud of the Romans who espouse bis cause, ' 

Phamaces proudly thinks to dictate laws^ 

But let him know, t^at here that very hour 

My father died, I kne^ no rival pow'r. 

The realms of Pontus own his sovereign sway, 

Him Colcfaus ;aBd ifa» provinces obey, 

And Colob«s' princes ever did maintain 

The Bosphorus a part of their domain. [:claim, 

Afb, My lord^.what pow'r I boast you justly 
My duty aud affisction are- the same ; 
Arbates bas but one plain pomt in view, 
To honour and bis. royal master true : 
Had Mithridates reign'd, nor force nor art 
. Had e'er seduc'd this faithful loyal he«|rt i 

VOL, 1. a 

Digitized by Google 



8f MISCELLANIES. 

Now by his death released, my duteous care. 
His royal will declared, awaits his heir : 
The self-same zeal I to yoar sncconr bring, 
Mlth which I serv*d your lather, and my Idng. 
Had Heav'n Phamaces' unpions purpose sped, 
I the first victim of his rage had hied i 
Those walls so long his entrance which withstood. 
Ere this had reddened with my odious blood. 
Go, to the blooming queen yonr snit approve, 
And mould her gentle bosom to yonr love : 
Affianced in my faith, dismiss your fear ; 
Either Arbates has no credit here, 
Or else Phamaces, by my arts overcome, 
Ebewfaere shall boast him of the aids of Rome. 



SPEECH OF RANDOLPH. 

A FRAGMENT OF BRUCE, BOOK II. 

' DsMANiysT tfao9, mighty Brace, to know irom 
My lineage I derive ; then hear a tale [whence 
Well known through fiur Stuiina's firBitlid bounds. 
My native land ; of ancient Scotish Rinifs, 
Thy royal ancestry, O Bruce ! am I 
Undoubted ofispring; and, forgive the boast. 
From the same fount my blood united flows. 
Allied to thine. As yet Gameldonn*s walls 
By Forth, detightfiil stream! encircled stood 
The seat of Edenuther, Pictish Kmg ; 
To whose destruction, eager to revenge 
The breach of fiiith and hospitable kiws 
Insulted, his embattled host 
Fierce Gorbred ted ; for irom Dunstalfuage towen, 
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Pretending love, and hymeneal rite, 
The treacherous Pict with meditated force. 
Bore Ethelindyher coontry'sjnstest pride. 
Peerless and f^ ; a thousand heroes fonj^t 
For her to death, fierce raging round the walls 
Of lofty Cameldoon : the guilty prince 
Had dearly paid the price of faith forsworn, 
But, studious of new frauds, within his walls 
He' invites the Scotish train, friendly to meet 
In amicable talk ; fiur Ethelind 
To be the pledge of future peace, and join 
The warring nations, in eternal league 
Of love connubial : the unweeting King 
Entered the hostile gates ; with feast and song 
The towers resound, till the dark midnight hour 
Awake the murderers : in sleep he fell 
With all his peers, in early life, and left 
His vow*d revenge, and sister unredeem'd. 
* Now was the royal virgin left expos*d 
To the fell victor's lust, no friend to aid, 
Her brother slain, and fierce and mighty Chieft 
That warr'd in her defence : how could, alas ! 
Unsheltered helpless Innocence resist 
The* infernal ravisher? with stedfiist mind 
She scom'd his pwffer'd love ; by virtue's aid 
Triumphant o'er his lust. In vain with tears 
And rougii complaiot that spoke a savage heart, 
Strove he to gain and woo her to his will : 
In vain, enrag'd and ruthless in bis love, 
He threaten'd. Death disdain'd, force was the last, 
Bnt that her arm oppos'd, resolv'd to strike 
The poniard in her breast, her virtue's guard. 
All arts tlius tried in vain, at last incens'd 
Deep in a dungeon, from the cheerful light 
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Far, far removed, the vrretcbed maid he threw 
Deplorable ; doom'd ia that dwelliog drear 
To waste her anxious days^anddeepkss mghts. 
Anguish extreme ! ah, how ttoiike those hoars 
That in her Other's palace wont to pass 
In festival and dance, ^er piteous shrieks 
Mov'd her stem keeper^ hearty secret he frees 
The' imprison'd maid ; and to the kini; relates 
Her death, dissembling. Then with fell despite 
And rage, inflani'd for nnenjoye^ love, 
The Monarch stormed, he loath'd his food, and fled 
All human converse, frustrate of his will. 

< Meanwhile thenympli forsakes the hostile walls 
Flying by night; through pathless wilds unknown 
Ouideless she wanders, in her frighted .ears 
Still hears the tyrant's voice, in fiincy views 
His form terrific^ and his dreaded front 
Severe in frowns ; her tender heart is .v6x'd 
With every fear, and oft. desires to die. 
Now day retum'd, and cheerful light began 
To' adorn the Heav'ns ; lost in the hills she knew 
No certain path ; aroond the dreary waste 
Sending her weeping eye, in vain required 
Her native fields, Dunstaflriage' welUknowntowYs, 
And high Edesta's walls, her fisher's reign. 

' Three days the royal wanderer bore the heat 
Intensely fervent, and threeJonesome nights 
Wet with the chilling, dews ; the forest oak 
Supplied her food, and at tlie running stream. 
Patient, she slak'd her thirst. But when tlie fourth 
Arose -, descending from the Ochell height, 
The flowery fields beneath, she wandered long 
Erroneous, disconsolate, forlorn. 
J erne's stream she pass'd, a riahog hill 
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Stood oo the bank oppos'd, adorn'd with trees, 
A silvan scene ! thither she bent her flight, 
O*ercome with toil, and gently laid her down 
In the embowering shade : the dew of sleep 
Fell on her weary eyes ; then pleasing dreams 
Began to lay the tempest in her mind, 
€almuig from troubled thonghts: to regal pomp 
She seems restored, her brother's iate reveng'd, 
The tyrant slain : she dream'd till mom arose, 
The fifth that rose, since from Cameldoutt'« walls 
She bent her flighty the cfaeeHhl day invites, 
FVom fair Dnndalgan^ ever-sunny towers, 
Mildred to* arise, who oft in fields of death 
Victorions, led the Pittts embattled race, 
Illustrious Chief! heto the hilly height. 
His morning walk, ple^*d with the season fiur. 
Betakes him musing, tiiere it was he saw 
Fair EtheUnd, snrpriz'd as HengisfS son 
Elfred asleep beheld) vhen as c^e fled 
From Saxony, to shun a step-dame*s rage 
That sought her life, he with prevailing words 
Woo'd the consenting maid: nor less amaz'd 
Hie Pictish leader saw the beauteous form, 
Fixt in surprise, and wrdeat gase, he stood 
Wondering ! his beating heart witli joy o'erfiow*d. 
He led her blushing fVom- the sacred grove 
In bashful modesty, and doubting Joy 
Chastised with fear, alternate in her breast, 
Poor lovely moomer t to his parents show'd 
The beauteous stranger ; they, in age rever'd. 
Lift np their trembling hands, and blest the maid, 
Best worknumsbip of Heaven ! the youthftd Chief 
Tkwisported eveiy day his guest beheld, 
And every ds^ bdield witiiaew deUf^t, 
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Her wiimiiig graces mild, and form divine, 
That drew with soft attraction, kindling love, 
£nflam*d his soul : still new delays he finmes 
To gain a longer stay, ere he restore 
The beauteous exile to her native land, 
His promis'd fiiith. The story of her woes, 
He o*er and o*er demands ; she pleas'd relates 
Her past adventures sad, but, prudent, kept 
Unknown her royal race ; the ardent youth 
Hangs on the speaker's lips, still more and more 
Enamonr'd of her charms, by courtly deed 
He sought the virgin's love ; by prayers and vowa 
Won to consent. The nuptial day arose, 
Awak'd by music's sound ^ the Pow'rs invok'd 
To bless the hallow'd rite, and happy night 
That to his arms bestow'd the much-lov'd maid, 
The gift of Heaven : then gladness fill'd his heart 
Unspeakable, as when the sapient King, 
The son of David, on the happy day 
Of his espousals, when his mother bound 
His brow in regal gold, delighted saw 
His (air Egyptian bride adom'd with all 
Perfection, blooming in celestial sweets. 

< While thus the royal exile liv'd remote. 
In Hymen's softest joys, the Scotish Chiefs 
Prepare for battle, stndiQus to redeem 
Their captive Queen, unknowing of her fate ; 
With just success unbless'd, discomfited 
They fell in ruthless fight, their mighty men. 
Unworthy bondage ! helpless exiles sold 
To foreign bmds. The Pictish King enrag'd 
Collects an host, embattled as the sands 
Along the Solway coast, from all the boundn. 
Of his vride empire, Brica's rising toiveis^ 
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And Jeda's aiicieiit walls, once seat of Kingiy 
With Eden raU'd on rocks, and Cameldonn, 
Send forth their chieft and citizens to war, [then, 
Poar'd through their lofty gates. What angoish 
O royal virgin ! Tex*d thy tender heart, 
When thou, thy husband midst your country's foes, 
EnroU'dit their leader? much did'st thou acyure 
By nuptial ties, much by endearing love. 
To spare thy country in the waste of war ; 
He too, the youthful Chief, loqg doubting stood 
Twixt love and duty, unresolved of choice, 
Hard conflict I to Dunstafinage' walls he flies, 
And left the weepu)g Fair, intent to drown 
The voice of love, soft pleading in his heart, 
In sounds uf battle : but, in vain ! his wife, 
A beauteous form, still rises to his thoughts 
In supplicating tears ; he grieves to see 
The ming^mg hosts engage, and dreads to find 
Aniid*st the slain, his kindred new allied. 

' But now the Pictish Ring with mighty Chief 
Selected from his Peen, pursues his way 
To raze the Scotish walls, Dundalgan's towers 
Receive their Monarch, proud to entertain 
The mighty guest : exults the haughty King 
With savage joy, when first his eyes beheld 
The maid so lately lost, again restored 
Sad victim to his lust : what could she do, 
Hopeless of aid? or how, alas! avert 
The dire event that from the Monarch's lust 
Her fears presaged? 'twas Heav'n her thoughts in- 
In hour of sad extreme, she flies the dome [spir'd 
With two, alone of all her menial train. 
Companions of her flight The King meanwhile^ 
Fierce with desire and violent to' enjoys 
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Him nor the bowl clefights, n6r sprightly mirtfr, i 

Ner tale of mai*tial Knight in ancient time - ' | 

Recited : the unfinish'd feast ht leaves 

With wine inilam'd and ill-persnading hist^ 

Worst counsellors ! — a Secret way he found ' 

That to the Queen's apartment led unseen ; 

Thither he flies through many a lofty hall. 

Where heroes oft have met in wise consult/ 

Elate in thought ; but Heavens ! what fell despite^ 

What raging pain tore his distracted mind, 

M^hen first he knew the royal feir was fled ? , 

Desperate in rage, he hopes his absent prey, 

Intent to ravish. Hurrying to the camp 

He sought the GeneraPs tent, begirt around ' 

With noble Picts there weeping Ethelind, I 

In soften'd anguish, on the hero's breast 

He found reclining, sad : he would have seiz*d 

The trembling fair-one from her lover's armS^ 

Her surest refuge, miserably torn. 

Victim to lust obscene, had not the youth 

Withstood the dire attempt of sovereign swiiy. 

Haughty, the Monarch rag'd and caH'd his cfaiie^ 

To aid, his chiefs refuse the' ui^st command : 

Then, impotent of mind, he storm*d, he rav'd, 

Outrageous in his ire : then wild uproar, 

Tumult, and martial dm, sounds o*er the camp, 

While these assist the King, and these .the youtli. 

By fearle^ friendship led : the clash of swords. 

Through the still night, heard on the Scotish walfai^ 

Alarms the chiefs in midnight council met : 

The boldest of their warrior-train they chooiJ6' 

Fpr secret ambush, sheath'd in jointed mall y 

The' intrepid band beneath a bendinlg hill, 

Await th& rising dflwn; Mildred they seiaM, 
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The roya! enle and their social train, 

Flying the Monarch's rage : the beauteous Qaeen ' 

Rejoices to behold her native walls, 

Exfl*d so long her peers with lifted hands 

ExtoIPd the bonnteocBPow*t8,tfaeir Qneen retum'dy 

The wondrous work of Fate; now she relates 

Her direful tale ; the audience mdt in tears. 

< Meanwhile the Monarch ra^ng^in the cani|y, 
Forsook of all his peers, for fierce assault 
Prepar'd, attended with a desperate fcrcw 
Of men, that shdr'd in partnership of crimes, 
March'd forward to his fiite ; the ambui^^d train 
Rise sudden, roond^ theni spread the slaughtered foe. 
Himself, a.» farions in the tront he warr'd • 
Bled by a weH-aim*d spear; to punifih'd ghosts 
Of Kings perfidibus, fled his guilty soul. 

* The Monarch slaw, the Pktish Chtefs that late 
Forsook the noisy camp, convene within 
The Scotish walls, the Princes joyfol plight 
In leagues of mutual peace ; in every iane 
f^ch grateful altar blaic*d ; to Heaven they paid 
Their vows, their Qneen restOr*d, and with her 

peace. 
The purchase of lier love : through all the town 
Public rejoicings reign'd, the voice 6f mirth 
Was heard in every street, tbat biasing shone ' 
Illuminated bright. The dmdem 
Instar'd vnth diamond gems and flaming gold^ 
Magnificent ! by Scotia's Mbnarcbs worn 
From eldest times^ upoii her beauteous brow 
Plac'd by a mitred priest, in rich array, 
Encircling, shines; her native' peei^' around, 
Mix'd with the Phstfsb Chiiefs, admiHng «tand> ■- 
Pleas'd with ft^r heavenly smiliBs, her gentle IdOky 
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The type of softer rule : then next they gave 
The sceptre tp her hands ; the precioos ston^^ 
Bkiz'd on the beaming point ; " Hail ! Queen of 
Joyful they cry, '* hail ! to thy own retum'd, [Scots f 
Safe from a thousand toils, beyond our hopes, 
CrowB'd where thy fathers reign'd :*' Thus past the 
In celebrated rites; when mom arose [night 

The' assembl'd senate partner of her throne 
Elect the noble youth, in times of peace 
To aid by counsel, and in war to lead 
Her mardiall'd chie& : — ^thus ended all her woes. 

< Bless'd in her husband's, and her subjects' love, 
Peace flourished in her reign : three sons she bore, 
All men of valour known ; well could they bend 
The bow in time of need. Her eldest, grac'd 
With all the train of beauties that adorn 
A Prince, succeeded to the Scotish rule 
His mother's kingdom; in his happy days 
The Scotish prowess twice overthrew the Dane 
In bloody conflict, irom our &tal shore 
Hepuls'd with ignominious rout, disgrac'd. 
Her second hope bom to nnlnckier fate, 
Matchless m fight and every gallant deed, 
The terror of bis foes, his country's hope. 
In rathless battl^ by ignoble hands 
Fell in his prime of youth» for ever wept, 
For ever honoured. Athingart, the last. 
For pmdence far renown'd, Elgidra's chanas 
The hero fir'd, as in her father's court . 
A peaceful legate by his brother sent 
To Pictland's Monarch ; there the royal youth 
Graceful, in warlike tournament above 
His equals shone, and won the princely, maid 
Courted by rival kings : from that embnic^ 
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Descend a thoasand Cbiefi, that lineal heir*d 
Thejj|rtne» of tbeir Sire, witness the iiekb 
Of Concarty and the streams that porple ran 
With stain of Danish blood : the braieo spears 
And crested helms, and antique shields, the spoiU 
Of chiefs in battle slain, hong on the roof; 
Eternal tropliies of their martial deeds, 
From son to son preserved with jealous care. 
My Either in his country's quarrel met 
A glorioiis iate, when godlike Wallace fought; 
He, firm adherer to the nobler cause, 
Sbar'd all his toUa, and bled in all his fights, 
TIU Falkirk saw him fall ; with Graham he fell^ 
Wallace his bold compeer, whom, great in arms, 
WaUace alone surpast. With martial thoughts 
He fir*d my youthfiil mind, and taught betimea 
To build my glory on my country's Iotc, 
Hb great example 1 To thy native reign 
If thee, thy fiite propitious to the good, 
Restored, he' enjoined me to unite my force. 
From foreign victors to retrieve again 
Thy ravished kingdoms : then this sword he gava 
In dangers ever fiilthful to his arm, 
Pledge of paternal love ; nor shall the foe 
Eamlt, I ween, to find the dastard son 
Degenerate firom his Sire, to wield in vain 
A Other's gift. In me, O Bruce ! behold 
A willing warrior, from Bodotria's stream 
I lead my native bands, hardy and bold. 
In fight distinguish'd by superior deed.' 

He said and ceas'd; the arm'd assembly stood 
Silent in thought, tiU fi-om his lofty seat 
Great Bruce arose— «-* O noUe youth!' he cry'dy 
* Descended from a line of noble Sires, 
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Accept tby Monarch'sthanks— ^Welcome thyself^ 
Welcome tby sequent Chiefs, thy country sore 
Oppressed by dire usurpers, now demands 
Warriors like thee, where death and bloodshed mgn 
In conflict stem ; do thou approve tby might 
Above thy fellows, by transcendent acts 
To Fame endearHl ; She, on thy praise well-pleased 
Constant to dwell, shall rear thee up on high 
The loftiest blanch, to' adorn thy ancient stem.' 

He spake, and gave the yontli his plighted band, 
Pledge of benevblenee and kind intent; 
The Chiefs around embrace and glad receive 
The yonthftd champion, worthy of his race. 



KING LEAR'S SPEECH T6 EDGAR: 

TAKINCl A VIEW OF MAN FROM THE SIDE OF HIS 
MISERIES. 



' is man no mure than this? Consider him well. Thou owest 
the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the tbeep ho wool, 
the cat no perfume:— Ha! here's three of us are sophis- 
ticated !— Thou art the tiling itself: unaccommodated man 
is no more birt such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art.— Off, olf, you lending^; come, u»lwttoB here.* 

_ SHAKSPEARE. 

See where the solitary creature stands, • 
Such as he issued oufof Nature's hands ; 
No hopes he knows, no i^rs, no joys, no care^ 
Nor pleasure's poison, nor ambition's' snartt ; 
But shares, from 8eIf4S(>rs(*d chains of Mfe rdeasti 
The forestOungdom with his feUow beast. 
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Yes» all we tee of thee is nature's part ; 
Thou art the creature's self ;^the rest is art. 
For theey the skilfei worm of specious hae. 
No shinhi^ threads of diictiie-radiaoce drew ; 
For tliee no snn the ripening gem refinM ; 
No bleating innocence the fleece resigned : 
The hand of hixary ne'er taught to ponr 
Oer thy fiunt limhs the oil's refreshhig sboWr : 
His bed the flinty rock ; his drink, his Ibod, 
Hie fanning brook, aiid berries of the wood. 
What have we added to this plain account? 
What passions? what desires? a huge amount! 
Cloth'd, fed, warm'd, cool'd, each by his brother's 
We live upon the wide creation's spoil. [toil. 

Quit, monarch, quit thy vain superfluous pride ; 
Lay all tiiy foreign ornaments aside : 
Bid art no more its spurious gifts supply ; 
Be Dsan, mere man; thirst, hunger, grieve, and die. 



A SOLILOQUY. 

IN IMITATION OF HAMLET. 

My anxious soal is tore with doubtfid strife, 

And hangs suspended betviizt deathand life ; 

Life ! death I dread objects of mankind's debate -, 

Whether superior to the shocks of iate, 

To bear its fiercest ills with stedfast mmd. 

To Nature's order piously resign'd, 

Or, vrith magnanimons and brave disdain, 

Retom her back the* injurious gift again. 

O! if to die, this mortal bustle o'er, 

Were but to close 6ne*s eyes, and be no more , 
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From paiD, from BckneflB, sorrows, safe witiidrawiiy 

In niislit eternal that shall know no dawn ; 

This dread, imperial, wondrons frame of man, 

Lost in AtiU nothing, whence it first began : 

Yes, if the grave such quiet coold suf^ly. 

Devotion's self mig^t even dare to die. 

Lest hapless victors m the mortal strife, 

Through death we struggle but to second life. 

But, fearful here, though carious to explore. 

Thought pauses, trembling on the hither shore : 

What scenes may rise, awake the human fear ; 

Being again resnm'd, and God more near^ 

If av^d thimders the new guest appal. 

Or the soft voice of gentle mercy call. 

Tliis teaches life with all its ills to please. 

Afflicting poverty, severe disease; 

To lowest iniamy gives power to charm. 

And strikes the dagger trom the boldest arm. 

Then, Hamlet, cease ; thy rash resolves forego ; 

God, Nature, Reason, all will have it so : 

Learn by this sacred horror, well supprest. 

Each fatal purpose in the traitor's breast. 

This damps revenge with salutary fear. 

And stops ambitioo in its wild career. 

Till virtue for itself begin to move. 

And servile fear exalt to filial love. 

Then in thy breast let calmer passions rise, 

Pleas'd with thy tot on earth, absolve tlie skies. 

The ills of life see Friendship can divide ; 

See angels warring on the good man's side. 

Alone to Virtue Imppmess is given, 

On earth self-satisfied, and crown'd in Heaven. 
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A SOLILOQUY. 

WRTrrEN IN JUNE, 1746. 

Mysterious inmate of this breast, 

Enkindled by thy flame ; 
By thee my being's best exprest, 

For what thoa art I am : 

With thee I chiim celestial birth, 

A spark of Heaven's own ray ; 
Withoat thee sink to vilest earth, 

Inanimated ckiy. k 

Now in this sad and dismal hour 

Of mnltiply'd distress, 
Has any former thought the pow*r 

To make thy sorrows less? * 

When all around thee cruel snares [ 

Threaten thy destin'd breath, 
And every sharp reflection bears 

Want, exile, chains, or death. 

Can anght that past m Youth's fond reign 

Thy pleasmg vein restore. 
Lives Beauty's gay and festive train 

In Memory's soft store P 

Or does the MuseP lis said her art 

Can fiercest pangs appease ; 
Can she to thy poor trembling heart 

Now speak the words of peace? 

Yet she was wont at early dawn 

To whisper thy repose. 
Nor was her friendly aid withdrawn 

At grateM evening's dose. 
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Friendship, 'tis true, its sacred mi^t, 

May initi|;ate tby doom j 
As lightning shot across the night, 

A moment gilds the gloom. 
O God ! thy Providence a'one 

Can work a wonder here, 
Can change to gladness every moan, 

And banish all my fear. 
Thy arm, all-powerful to save, 

May every doubt destroy ; 
And, from the horrora of the grave, 

New raise to life and joy. 
From this, as from a copious sprmg, 

Pure consolation 6ows ; 
Mak« the faint heart midst sufferings sing. 

And midst despair repose. 
Yet from its creature, gracious Heaven ! 

Most merciful and just, 
Asks but, for life and safety given, 

Our faith and humble trust. 



A SERIOUS THOUGHT. 

Through life's strange mystic paths, how mankind 
A contradiction still in all then- virays ; [strays I 
In youth's gay bloom, in wealth's insulting hpnr. 
As Heav'n all mercy was, they Uve secure ; 
Yet full of fears, and anxious doubts expiry 
And in the awful judge forget the Sire. 
Fair Virtue then with £uthful st^ra pnrsiie. 
Thy good deeds many, thy offences few; 
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That at the general dqpm thou may'st appear 
With filial hope to soothe thy conscious fear ; 
Then to perpetnai bliss expect to live. 
Thy Saviour is thy Judge^ and may forgive. 



THE WISH. 



If join'd to make ap virtue's glorious tale, 

A weak, but pious aid can aught avail, 

Each sacred study, each diviner page 

That once inspir'd my youth, shall soothe my age. 

Deaf to ambition, and to interest's call ; 

Honour my titles> and enough my all ; i, 

No pimp of pleasure^ and.no slave of state. 

Serene from feols,;and g^tle^s of the great, 

Some calm and undistiirb'd retreat I'll choose 

Dear to myself and friends. Perhaps the Muse 

May grant, while, all my thoughts her charms eo*- 

If not a future fame, a present joy, [ploy r ' 

Pure from each feverish hope, each weak desire ; 

Thoughts that improve, and slumbers that inspure, 

A stedfast peace of mind, rais'd &r .above 

The guilt cSrbate and weaknesses of love ; 

Studious of life, yet free from anxious eare, 

To others candid, to myself severe : 

Filial, sabnussive to the Sovereign Will, 

€rlad of the good, and patient of the ill ; 

ril work in narrow sphere what Heaven approves, 

Abatiog hatreds, and increasing loves, 

My friendship, studies, pleasures, all my own. 

Alike to envy, and to fkme unknown : 

Such in some blest asylum let me lie, 

Take ufmy fill of Mfey and wait^ not wish to die* 
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PSALM LXV. 

IMITATED. 

ThriCIb happy he ! whem tliy paternal love 
Allows to tread tlie radiant courts above, 
To range the climes where pure eiyoyments grow. 
Where blessmgs spring, and endless pleasures flow ; 
Awful in majesty thy glories shine, 
Thy mercy speaks its Aothor all divine. 
Thy tender and waazing care is own'd, 
Where-e'er old ocean walks his wavy ronnd $ 
Those that explore the terrors of the main, 
£mbroil*d with storms, in search of paltry gain^ 
Where tides encounter with tumultuous roar, 
]>erive their safety from thy boundless pow'r: 
Within their stated mounds thy nod contains 
llie lawless waves, vdiere headlong tumult rdigns ; 
At thy despotic call the rebels cease, 
fjkok to a smiling calm, — and all is peace. 
Those that mhabit earth's remotest bound, 
Trembling survey thy terrors all around. 
When kindling meteors redden in the air. 
And shake thy judgments from their sanguine hair ; 
At thy Command lair blushes lead the day. 
And orient pearls glow from each tender spray, 
Night with her solemn gloom adores a God, 
And spreads her sable horrors at his nod. 
Whole Nature cheerful owns her Maker*s voice. 
Each creature smiles, and all hiH works rejoice. 
Thy bounty streams in soit descending showers. 
And wakens into bloom the drooping flowers ; 
Pregnant on high thy cloudy cisterns move. 
And poor theur genial treasures from aboTe ; 
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Earth smfles, array'd in all her youthful charms, 
Her flowery infants ope their blushing arms, 
And kindfing life each vernal blossom warms. 
Thus the glad year, with circling mercies crown'd. 
Enjoys thy goodness in an endlns round. 
Whene'er thoa smil'st, fresh beauties paint the earth. 
And flowers awaken'd vegetate to birth. 
The dreary wilds, where no delights are found. 
Where never spring adorned the sterile ground. 
At thy command a pompous dress assume. 
Fair roses glow^ and opening lifies bloom : 
Here verdant hills arise on every side. 
And shoot theur tops aloft with conscious pride ; 
There lowing herds adorn the fertile soil. 
And crown with fleecy wool the shepherd's toil : 
While tender lanibs theur faiiant voices raise, 
And sweetly bleat the* Almighty Giver's praise. 
Here loaded vallies smile with waving com, 
And golden prospects every field adorn ; 
They shout for Joy, and lowly bending sing. 
With sweet harmonious notes, their gracious King^ 
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ODE L 

TO FA]fCY» 

Fancy, bright and winged maidt 

lo thy nighl-drawn car convey'd 

O'er tbe green earth and wide-spread main^ 

A thousand siiadows in thy train, 

A varied air^mbodied host. 

To don what shapes thoa pleasest most ;. 

Brandish no more thy scorpion stings 

Around the destin'd couch of kings ;. 

Nor hi Rebellion's ghastly size 

A dire gigantic spectre rise : 

Cease, for a while, in rooms of state 

To damp the slumbers of the Great; 

In Merit's lean4ook'd form to' appear, 

And holla Traitor in their ear : 

Or Freedom's holier garb belie,. 

While Justice grinds her axe ihst by : 

Nor o'er the Miser's eye-lids pour 

The unrefreshing golden show'r ; 

Whilst, keen the' unreal bUss to feel, 

His breast bedews the ruffian steel. 
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With these, (\vfaen next thoa tak'st thy ronnd) 

The thooghts of guilty Pride confound : 

These swell the horrors and afirigfat 

Of Conscience' keen condemning night. 

For this (nor, gracious Pow'r! repine) 

A gentler ministry be thine : 

Wbate'er inspires the Poet's theme. 

Or Lover's bope-enliven'd dream. 

Monimia's mildest form assume ; 

Spread o'er thy cheeks her youthful bloom; 

Unfold her eyes' nnUemish'd rays, 

That melt to Virtue as we gaze ; 

That Envy's guiltiest wish disarm, 

And view benign a kindred charm : 

Call all the Graces from thy store, 

Till thy creative pow'r be o'er ; 

Bid her each breathing sweet dispense. 

And robe in her own innocence. 

My wish is giv'n : the spells begin ; 
The' ideal world awakes within ; 
The lonely void of ^till repose 
Pregnant with some new wonder grows: 
See, by the twilight of the skieU, 
The beauteous apparition rise ; 
Slow in Monimia's form, along 
Glides to the harmony of song. 

But who is he the Virgin leads. 
Whom high a flaming torch precedes. 
In a gown of stainless lawn, 
O'er each manly shoulder drawn ? 
Who, clad in robe of scarlet grain, 
The Boy that bears her flowing train? 
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Behind his back a qmer biin^, 
A bended bow across is flung ; 
His bead and heels two wings nofoldy 
The aznre feathers girt with gold :^- 
Hymen ! 'tis he who kind inspires 
Joys onfeign'd and chaste desires : 
And thou, of Love deceitful child ! 
With tiger-heart, yet lamb-like mild^ 
Fantastic by thyself, and vain, 
But seemly seen in Hymen's train ; 
If Fate be to my wishes kind, 
O ! may I tind ye ever join'd ; 
But if the Fates my wish deny. 
My hambie roof come ye not nigh. 

The spell works on : yet stop the day 
While in the honse of sleep I stay. 
About me swells the sudden grove, 
The woven arbourette of Love ; 
Flow'rs spring unbid^eii o*er the ground. 
And more than Nature plants around. 
Fancy, prolong the kind repose ; 
Still, still the' enchanting vision glows ; 
And liow I gaze o'er all her charms. 
Now sink transported in her arms. 
Oh sacred energy divine ! * 

All these enraptured scenes are thine. 
Hail ! copious source of pure delight ; 
All hail ! thou heaven-revealed rite ; 
Endearing Truth thy train attends, 
And thou and meek-eyU Peace are friends : 
Closer entwine the magic bow'r ; 
Thick rain the rose-empurpled show'r: 
The mystic Joy impatient flies 
Tlie* unhaltow'd gaze of vulgar eyes. 
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UneoYied let the rich and great 
Turmoil withoot, and parcel Fate^ 
Indulging here, in bliss supreme^ 
Might I eigoy the golden dream : 
Butt ah ! ^e rapture must not stay ^ 
For 8m{ she glides, she glides away. 

Oh Fancy ! why did*st tUoii decoy 
My thoughts into this dream of joy,. 
Then to forsake me all alone. 
To mourn the fond delusion gone? 
O ! back again, benign, restore 
The pictured vision as before. 
Yes, yes : once more I fold my eyes -, 
Arise, ye dear deceits, arise. 
Ideas bland ! where do ye rove i 
Why fades my visionary grove ? 
Ye fickle troop of Morpheus' train. 
Then will yon, to the proud and vaia,. 
From me, fantastic, wing your flight. 
To' adorn the dream of false delight^ 
But now, seen in Monimia's air, 
Can you assume a fonn less fair, 
Some idle Beauty's wish supply. 
The mimic triumphs of her eye? 
Grant all to me this livelong night, 
Let charms detain the rising light; 
For this one night my liveries wear. 
And I absolve yon for the year. 

What time your poppy^rowned god 
Sends his truth-telling scouts abroad, 
Ere yet the cock to matins rings. 
And the lark, with m<Hintiiig wing^, 
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The simple Yillage-swaiii has wanf d 
To shake off sleeps by laboor earn'd ; 
Or on the rose's silken hem, 
Aurora weeps her earliest gem > 
^Or, beneath the openmg dawn. 
Smiles theftir-extended lawn. 
When in the soft encircled sliade 
Ye find reclined the gentle Maid, 
Each busy motion hiid to rest. 
And an c^mpos'd her peaceful breast : 
Swift paint the fiur internal scene, 
The phantom faibours of your reign ; 
The Uving imagery adorn 
With all the Ihnnings of the mom, 
With all the treasures Nature keeps 
Conceal'd below the forming deeps ; 
Or dress'd in the rich wa?mg pride. 
That covers the green mountain's side, 
Or blooms beneath the amorous gale 
In the wide-embosom'd vale. 
Let powerful Mnsic too essay 
The magic of her hidden lay : 
While each harsh thought away shall fly 
Down the full stream of harmony, 
Compassion mild shall fill their pbice. 
Each gentle minister of grace. 
Pity, that often meltB to Love, 
Let weepmg Pity kind improve 
The sofben'd heart, prepared to take 
Whatever impressions Love shall make. 
Oh ! in that kind, that sacred hour, 
When Hate, when Anger have no pow'r ; 
When sighmg Love, mild simple boy, 
Courtship sweet, and tender joy, 
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Alone possess tlie feir-oiie's heart ; 
Let me then, Fancy, bear my part. 

Oh goddess! how I long. to* appear; 
The hour of dear success draws near: 
See where the crowding Shadows wait -^ 
Haste and unfold- the ivory gate : 
Ye gracious forms, employ your aid, 
Come in my anxious look array'd, 
Come Love, come Hymen, at my prajr^f 
Led by blithe Hope, ye decejot pair 
By mutual confidence combined, 
As erst m sleep I saw you join'd. 
Fill my eyes with heartrswell'd tears. 
Fill my breast with heart-bom fears, 
Half-utter*d vows and ha]fHBuppress*d, 
Part looked, and only wish'd the i«st ; 
Make sighs, and speaking sorrows prove> 
Sufiering much, how much I love ; 
Make the Muses' lyre complain, 
Strung by me in vrarbied strain ; 
Let the melodious numbers flow 
Powerful of a Lover's woe, 
Till, by the tender Orphean art, 
I through her ear shall gain her heart. 

Now, Fancy, now the tit is o'er ; 
I feel my sorrows vex no more : 
But when condemn'd again to mourn, 
Fancy, to my aid return. 
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ODE 11. 

Begone, punuits so Yain and light -, 
Knowledge, irnitlesg of delight ; 
Lean Stady, sire of sallow doabt, 
I pat thy musing taper oat : 
Fantastic all, a loqg adien -, 
For what has loTe to do with yon? 
For, lo, I go where Beauty fires, 
To satisfy my soul's desires ; . 
For, lo, I seek the sacred walls 
Where Love, and gentle Beauty, calls : 
For me she has a^m'd the room, 
For me has shed a rich perfome : 
Has she not prepar'd the Tea? 
The kettle boils she wait»for me. 

I come, nor single, but along. 
Yonthfiil sports a jolly throng I 
Thoni^tless joke, and infant wiles ;. 
Harmless wit, and virgin 'smiles ; 
Tender words, and kind intent ; 
fiangnish fond, and blandishment ; 
Yielding curtsy, whisper low : - 
Silken blush, ivith cheeks that glow ) 
Chaste desires, and wishes meet ; 
Thin clad Hope, a ibot4nan fleet ; 
Modesty, that turns aside. 
And backward strives her form to -hide ; 
Healthful Mirth, still gay and yoong. 
And Meekness with a maiden's tongue ; 
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Satire, by good homour dress'd 

In a maDy-coioar'd vest: 

And enter leaning at the door, 

Who send'st thy flaunting page before^ 

The roguish boy of kmd delight, • 

Attendant on the Lotct*» night, 

ymr his ivory shuttle flies 

Through the bright threads of mingling dyes. 

As swift his rosy fingers move • 

To knit the silken cords of Love ; 

And stop who softiy^tetding goes 

Occasion high on her tiptoes, 

Whom Youth with watchful look espies. 

To seize the forelock ere she flies, 

Ere he her bald pate shall survey, 

And well-plied heels to run away. 

But, anxious Care, be far from hence ; 

Yam surmise, and alter'd sense ; 

Misshapen doubts, the woes they bring ; 

And Jealousy, of fiercest sting; 

Despair, that solitaiy stands, 

And wrings a halter in his hands ; 

Flattery fiilse and hollow found, 

And Dread, with eye still looking round ; 

Avarice, bending under pelf: 

Conceit, still gaang on herself: 

O Love! exclude iMgfarcrested Prid6> 

Nymph of Amazonian stride: 

Nor m these walls, like waitmg-maid> 

Be Curiosity survey*d, 

That to the key-hole lays her ear, 

Listenmg at the door to hear -, 
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Nor fiither Time, unleM he's fomid 
Iq trimnph led by Bcanty bound, 
FoTc'd to yield to Vigour's stroke, 
Jffis blunted sdtfae and hour-glass broke. 

But come, all ye who know to please; 
Inviting glance, and dowqy ease ; 
The heart-bom joy, the gentle care ; 
Soft-breathed wish, and pow'r of prayer ; 
The simple tow, that means no ill ; 
Believing Quiet, subnussive Will ; 
Constancy of meekest mind, 
That sufiers long, and still is kmd ; 
All ye who put our woes to flight; 
All ye who minister delight ; 
Nods, and wreaths, and becks, and tips; 
Meaoing winks, and roguish trips; 
Fond deceits, and kind surprises ; 
Sudden sinks, and sudden rises; 
Laughs, and toys, and gamesome fights; 
Jolly dance, and girds, and flights: 
llien, to make me wholly blest, 
L«t me be there a welcome guest. 
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ODE III. 

Immortalia ne speres, monet annns* 



Hon. 



Now Spring begins her smiliog rounds 
lAvish to paint the' enaaieU'd ground i 
The birds exalt their cheerful voice, 
And gay on every bough reioice. 
The lovely Graces, hand in hnaoA, 
Knit in LoYe*s eternal band, 
With dancing step at etiiiy dawn, 
Tread lightly o*er the deviy lawn. 
Where'er the youtWiil Sisters move, 
They fire the soul to geiual love. 
Now, by the river's painted side, 
The swain de^hts his .country bride : 
While, pleas'd, she hears his artless vows ; 
Above the feather'd songster wooes. 
Soon will the ripen'd Summer yield 
Her various gifts to every field ; 
Soon fruitful trees, a beauteous show. 
With ruby-tmctur'd births shall glow ; 
Sweet smells, from beds of lilies borne, 
Perfume the breezes of the mom. 
The sunny day, and dewy night, 
To rural play my Fair invite ; 
Soft on a bank of violets laid, 
Cool she eqjoys the evening shade ; 
The sweets of summer feast her eye : 
Yet soon, soon will the Summer fly. 
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Attend, my lovely Maid, and know 
To profit by the moral show : 
Now yoang and bloomuig thou art seen^ 
Fresh on the stalk, for ever green ; 
Now does the' unfolded bud disclose 
Full blown to sight the blnshing rose : 
Yet, once the sunny season past, 
Think not the cozening scene will last ; 
Let not the flatterer Hope persmide : 
Ah ! must I say that this wiU &de? 

For see the Smnmer posts away, 
Sad emblem of onrown decay. 
Now Winter, firom the frozen norths 
Drives his iron chariot forth : 
His grisly hand in icy chains 
Fair Tweda'S silver flood constrains: 
Cast up thy eyes, how bleak and bwre 
He wanders on the tops of Yare! 
Behold his footsteps ^Kve are seen * 
Confessed on many a witherpg green. 
Griev'd at the sights when thoa shalt see, 
. A snowy wreath clothe every tree, 
Frequenting now the stream no more, 
Thou ily'st, displeas^dy the JMuven shore. 
When thou shalt-miss tbe<floweM tint grew 
But late to charm thy ravished view. 
Shall I, ah horrid! wilt thou say, 
Be like to this another dayP 

Yet, when in snow and dreaiy frost 
The pleasure of the field is lost. 
To bfawmg hearths at home we run, 
And fires supply the distant Sun ; 

VOL. I. I 
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Ill gay delights our hooTS employ, 
We do not lose, but change onr joy ; 
Happy abandon every care. 
To lead the dance, to court the Fair, 
To turn the page of ancient bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
But when the beaoteous white and red 
From the pale ashy cheek is fled ; 
When wrinkles dire, and Age severe, 
Make Beauty fly we know not where : 
The Fair whom Fates unkind disarm. 
Have they for ever ceas'd to charm ? 
Or is there left some pleasmg art, 
To keep secure a captive heart? 

Unhappy Love ! might lovers say, 
Beauty, thy food does swift decay ; 
When once that short-liv'd stock is spent, 
What art thy famuie can prevent? 
Virtues prepare with earty care. 
That Love ihay live on Wisdom's fare; 
Though ecstasy with beauty flies, 
Esteem is bom when Beauty dies. 
Happy to whom the Fates decree 
The gift of Heav'n m giving thee : 
Thy beanty shall his youth engage ; 
Thy virtues shall delist his age. 
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ODE IV. 

ON THE NEW YEAR. 1739. 

Janu8, who with sliding pace, 

Rim'st a never-ending race, 

And driv'st about, in prone career, 

The whirling circle of the year, 

Kindly indalge a little stay, . 

I beg but one swift hour's delay. 

O I while the' important minutes wait, 

Let me revolve the books of fate; 

See what the coming year intends 

To me, my country, kind and friends. 

Then may'st thou wing thy flight, and go, 

To scatter blindly joys and woe j 

Spread dire disease, or purest health, 

And, as thou list'st, grant place or wealth. 

This hour, withheld by potent charms, 

Ey'n Peace shall sleep in Pow'rs mad arms ; 

Kings feel their inward torments less, 

And for a moment wish to bless. 

life now presents another scene, 
The same strange farce to act again ; 
Again the weary human play'rs 
Advance, and take their several sliares : 
Clodius riots, Caesar fights, 
Tully pleads, and Maro writes, 
Ammon's fierce son controls the globe, 
And Harlequin diverts the mob. 
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To Time's dark cave the Year retreats. 
These hoary unfrequented seats ; 
There from his loaded mfig be lays 
The months, the mumtes, hoars and days ; 
Then flies, the Seasons in his train, 
To compass round the year again. 

See there, in various heaps combined. 

The vast designs of human-kind ; 

Whatever swell'd the statesman's thought, 

Hie mischiefi mad ambition wrought, 

Public reyenge and hidden guilt. 

The blood by secret murder spilt, 

Friendships to sordid interest given. 

And ili-match'd hearts, ne'er pair'd in Heaven ; 

What Avarice, to crown his store. 

Stole from the orphan, and the poor ; 

Or Luxury's more shamefril waste, 

Squander'd on the' unthankful feast. 

Ye Kings, and guilty great, draw near ; 

Before this awful court appear : 

Bare to the Muse's piercing eye 

The secrets of all mortals lie ; 

She, strict avenger, brings to light 

Your crimes conceal'd in darkest night; 

As conscience, to her trust most true, 

Shall judge between the' oppress'd and you. 

This casket shows, ye wretched train, 
How often merit sued in vain. 
See, there, undry'd, the widow's tears ; 
See, there, unsooth'd the orphan's fears : 
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Yet, look, what mighty sams ^>pear, 
The vile profosiQii of the year. 
Conld'st thoo not, impioilt Oreatneaft, give 
The smallest alms, that Want might live ? 
And yet, how many a laifc repast 
PalVd the rich glotton's sickly taste ! 
One table's vain intemperate load, 
With ambosh'd death, and sickness stfow'd. 
Had blest the cottage* peaceM shade, 
And given its chiMren .health and bread : 
The rustic sire, and ^thftil spoasei 
With each dear pledge of honest vows, 
Had, at the sober-tasted meal. 
Repeated oft the giateiU tale ; 
Had hymn'd, in native-language free. 
The song of thataks to Heaven and thee ; 
A music that the gi«fltfie*er heaiv 
Yet sweeter to the' intehud ear^ 
Than any soft sedncmg note 
E'er thrili'd from Farinellt's throat. 

Let's still searek on— This bundle's large. 
What's here? 'TIS Science^ plaintive charge. 
Hear Wisdom's philosophic «igh) 
(Neglected all her tKasnrsalie) 
That none her secret haimts explore, 
To learn what Plato tnught before; 
Her sons sedoc^ to twm their parts 
To flattery's more thriving arts ; 
Refine their better sense «way 
And join Corruption'iS flag, for pay^ 
See his reward the .gametter sharer 
Who painted morel vif>ta«4wi' } 
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iDspir^d the minds of generoofl yooth 
To love the simple mistress Tnith ; 
The patriot path distinctly show'd, 
That Rome and Greece to glory trode ; 
That self-applause is noblest fame. 
And kings may greatness link to shame, 
While honesty is no disgrace, 
And peace can smile without a phice. 
Hear too Astronomy repine^ 
Who taught unnumber'd worlds to shine ; 
Who travels boundless ether throoghy 
And brings the distant orbs to view. 
Can she her broken glass repair, 
Though Avarice has her all to spare P 
What mighty secrets had been found, 
Was Virtue mistress of five pound? 
Yet see where, given to wealth and pride, 
A bulky pension lies beside. 

Avaunt then, Riches ; no delay ; 
I spurn the' ignoble heaps away. 
What though your charms can pm^ase all 
The giddy honours of this ball ; 
Make nature's germans all divide, 
And haughty peers renounce their pride ; 
Can buy proud Flavians sordid smile, 
Or, ripe for fate, this destm'd isle. 
Though Greatness condescends to pray. 
Will Time indulge one hour's delay, 
Or give the wretch intent on pelf, 
One moment's credit with himself? 
Virtue, that true (rom lUse discerns, 
The vulgar courtly phnse unlearns. 
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Superior far to Fortmie^s frown. 
Bestows alone the stable crown. 
The wreath from Honour's root that springs, 
That fruies upon the brows of kings. 
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ODE V. 

ON THE BATTLE OF GLAD8MUIR. 1745. 

As over Gladsmair's bloocUtain'd field, 

Scotia, imperial goddess, flew; 
Her lifted spear and radiaiit shield 
Conspicooiis blaziDg to the view : 
Her visage, lately clouded with despair. 
Now reassam'd its first nugestic air. 

Snch seen as oft in battle vrarm 

She glow'd through many a martial age ; 
Or mild to breathe the civil diarm. 
In pious phins and counsel sage : 
For, o'er the mingling glories of her fiice, 
A inanly greatness heightened female grace. 

Loud as the trumpet rolls its sound, 

Her voice the power celestial rais'd ; 
Whilst her victorious sons around 
In silent joy and wonder gazed : 
The sacred Muses heard the' immortal lay. 
And thus to earth the notes of fimie convey : 

' Tis done 1 my sons ! tis nobly done !' 

Victorious over tyrant power ; 
How quick the race of fiune was run ! 
The work of ages in one hour : [reigns ; 

Slow creeps the* o[^ressive weight of slavish 
One glorious moment rose, ai^ burst your 
trains. 
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Bot late, forloniy dejocttdf pale, 

A prey to each iBraltiiig foe ; 
I sougbt the grove and gloomy ^e, 
To veot in solitude my woe -, 
Now to my hand tiie balance fiur restored; 
Onee mcure I wield on higti the imperial sword : 

What ann has fhis dehvetunce wrought? 
Tishe! the gaUant yooth appears ; 

warm in fields, and cool in tibonghtl 
Beyond the slow advance of yean ! 

Hasten let me, rescued now from future harms, 
Stnun close the filial virtne in my arms. 

Early I nnrs'd this royal youth, 
Ah! ill detam^d on foreign shores; 

1 fiU'd his mmd with love of thith. 
With fortitude and wisdom's stores : 

For when a noble action is decreed. 
Heaven forms the hero for the destiuM deed. 

Nor could the soft seducing charms 
Of mild Uesperia's bloommg soil 
E'er quench his noble thirst of arms. 
Of generous deeds and honest toil ; 
Flx'd with the warmth a country's love imparts, 
He fled their weakness, but admir'd their arts. 

With him I ploWd the stormy main ; 

My breath inspired the* auspicious gale; 
Reserr'd for Oladsmuir's glorious plafai, 
Through dangers wing'd his daring sail : [pose 
Where, form'd with inboni worth, he durst op* 
ffis single valour to an best of foes. 
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He came ! he spoke ! and all around, 

As swift as Heav'ns quick-darted flame^ 
Shepherds tum'd warriors at the sound, 
And every bosom beat for fame : 
They caught heroic ardour from his eyes. 
And at his side the willing heroes rise. 

Rouse, England ! rouse, Fame's noblest son. 

In all thy ancient splendour shuie; 
If I the glorious work begun, 
O let the crowning palm be thine : 
I bring a prince, for such is Heav'n's decree^ 
Who overcomes but to forgive and free. 

So shall fierce wars and tumults cease. 

While plenty crowns the smiling plain ; 
And Industry, fair child of peace, 
Shall in each crowded city reign ; 
So shall these happy reahns for ever prove 
The sweets of union, liberty, and love." 



END OF VOL. I. 




C. WHITTINGHAM. frinter. Union Buildings, Leather Line. 



THE 

POETICAL WORKS 

OP 

WILLIAM HAMILTON. 

IN TWO VOLUMES. 

COLLATED WITH THE BEST EDITIONS : 

BY 
THOMAS PARK, ESS. F.S.A. 

VOL. IL 



LONDON: 

yriiiteb at p^t ^tatibo^e |NxM> 

BY CHARLES WHITTINGHAMy 

Union nuUdbtii, UathfrLcaw, 

FOR JOHN 8HARPE. OPPOSITE YORK-HOUSE, 
PICCADILLY. 

1805. 

Digitized by Google 




>d by Google 



CONTENTS. 



SOMG8. 

Ye Shepherds and Nymphs .•••• 7 

Ah ! the Shepherd's mournful Fate 8 

Adien ye pleasant Sports and Plays 9 

Ye Shepherds of this pleasant Vale 10 

Go> plaintive Sounds 11 

You ask me, charming Fair IS 

Would*st thou know her sacred Charms 14 

Song,, by a Young Lady, on reading the fore- 

gomg \ \ 15 

Tlie Author's Answer 17 

The Young Lady's Reply 19 

To a Lady who ridiculed the Author's loves... 20 

The Braes of Yarrow Jl 

The Flowed of Yarrow 26 

IMITATIONS. 

From Anacreon. Odeix St 

Odexii ib. 

Horace. Book 1. Odev S9 

Palinode ^^ 

Horace. Bookl. Ode vii. To the Earl of 

Stair 35 

Book 1. Ode xi. To Miss Erskine... 37 

Book 1. Ode audi. To R— S— S3 



,d by Google 



CONTENTS. 

Psfe 

Horace. Book i . Ode xxiii. To Miss D 40 

— Book I. Odexxiv. To a Young Lady 

on the Death of her Father 41 

Book 1. Ode xxxii. To his Lyre 43 

Book t. Odexxxiii. To a Gentleman 

in LoTe 44 

Book 2. Ode iv. To E M .. 4.5 

Book 2. Ode xvi. To the Earl of M-t. 49 

Book 4. Odei 5« 

— Part of Epistle xi. of Book 1 56 

Book 1. Epistle xviii 57 

TRANSLATIONS. 

Pmdar's Olympia. Odei 73 

■_ Odeii 8» 

The Parting of Hector and Andromache, from 

the sixth book of Homer's Iliad 92 

The First Scene of the Philoctetes of So- 
phocles 96 

The Episode of Lansns and Mezentius, from 

the tenth book of Virgil's .£neis 97 

The Corycian Swain, from Virgil 109 

Anacreon. Odexx Ill 

Odexxi: Jl« 

Odexxii 113 

BP1TAPH8 c X17 



>d by Google 



SONGS. 



VOU JI 



>d by Google 



>d by Google 



SONGS. 



Y E shepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plaii]. 
Approach from your sports, and attend to my strain ; 
Amongst all your number a lover so tnie 
Was ne*er so undone, with such bliss in his view. 

Was ever a nymph so hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me sincere, and she sees how I pine ; 
She does not disdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly resigns me to death.. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
She smiles when I'm cheerful, but hears not my sighs ; 
A bosom so flinty, so gentle an air, 
Inspires me with hope, and yet bids me despair ! 

4 fall at her feet, and implore her with tears : 
Her answer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When softly she tells me to hope no relief. 
My trembling lips bless her, in spite of my grief. 

By night, while I slumber, still haunted with care, 
I start up in anguish and sigh for tlie fair : 
Tlie fair sleeps in peace, may site ever do so \ 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe. 
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Then gaze at a distance, nor farther aspire ; 
Nor think she shoa'd love, whom she cannot admire ; 
Hush all thy complaining, and dying her slave, 
Commend her to Heaven, and thyself to the grave. 



Ah the shepherd's mownftd fete, 

When doomed to love, and doom'd to hngnish. 
To bear the scomfnl fior-one's hate, 

Nor dare disclose his anguish. 
Yet eager looks, and dying sighs, 

My secret soul discover ; 
While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 

Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender glance, Jthe red'ning cheek, 

0*erepread with rising blushes, 
A thousand vaiious ways they speak 

A thousand various wishes. 

For, oh ! that form so heavenly feir. 

Those languid eyes so sweetly smiling, 
That artless blush, and modest air, 

So fetally beguiling. 
Thy every look, and every grace. 

So charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till Death o'ertake me in the chase. 

Still will my hopes pursue thee : 
Then when my tedious hours are past. 

Be this last blessing given. 
Low at thy feet to breathe my last. 

And die in sight of Heaven. 



,d by Google 



Adieu ye pleasant sports and plays, 
Farewell each song that was dhrerting ; 

Love'tunes my pipe to moamfal lays, 
I sing of Delia and of Damon^s partmg. 

Long had helov'd, and long concealed 
The dear, tormenting, pleasant passion. 

Till Delia's mildness had prevailed 
On him to show his inclination. 

Just as the fiur-one seem'd to gi^e 

A patient ear to his love-story, 
Damon must his Delia leave, 

To go in quest of toilsome gloiy* 

Ha]f«poken words hong on his tongne, 
Their eyes refus'd the usnal greeting ; 

And sighs snpply'd their wonted song, png. 

These charming sounds were chang'd toweep- 

A, Dear idol of my soul, adiea! 

Cease to lament, bnt ne'er to love me. 
While Damon lives, he lives for you. 
No other charms shall ever move me. 

jB. Alas 1 who knows, when parted far 
Fkrom Delia, bnt you may deceive her? 
The thought destroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, I fear for ever. 

A, If ever I forget my vows. 

May then my gnardian angel leave me : 
And more to aggravate my woes. 
Be you so good as to fbrgive me. 
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Yb shepherds of this pleasant vale 

Where Yarrow streams 9)oDg, 
Forsake your rural toils, and join 

In my triumphant song. 
She grants, she yields ; one heavenly smile 

Atones her long delays, 
One happy minute crowns the pains 

Of many sufiering days. 

Raise, raise the victor-notes of joy, 

These suffering days are o'er, 
Liove satiates now his boundless vnsh 

From beauty's boundless store ; 
No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears 

This rising calm destroy, 
Now every prospect smiles around 

All opening into joy. 

The sun with double lustre shone 

That dear consenting hour, 
Brighten'd each hill, and o'er each vale 

New coloured every flower ; 
The gales their gentle sighs withheld, 

No leaf was seen to move, 
The hovering songsters round were mute, 

And wonder hush'd the grove. 

The hills and dales no more resound 

The Umbkin's tender cry. 
Without one murmur Yarrow stole 

In dimpling silence by i 
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All Nature seem'd in still repose 

Her Yoice alone to hear, 
That gently roll'd the taneiful wave,. 

She spoke and blest my ear. 

* Take^take, whatever of bliss or joy 

You fondly fancy mine, 
Whate'er of joy or, bliss I boast 

Love renders wholly thine;' 
The woods struck up, to the soft gale 

The leaves were seen to move, 
The feather'd choir resum'd their voice. 

And wonder filled the grove. 

The hills and dales again resound 

The himbkins tender cry. 
With all his munuors Yarrow trilFd 

The song of trinmph by ; 
Above, beneath, around, all on 

Was verdure, beauty, song, 
I snatch'd her to my trembling breast,: 

All nature joy'd along. 



Go, plaintive sounds ! and to the fair 

My secret wounds impart, 
Tell all I hope, tell all 1 fear, 

Each motion in my heart. 

But she, methinks, is list'ning now 
To some encJianting strain, 

The smile that triumphs o'er her brow 
Seems not to heed my pain. 
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Yes, plaintive soandB, yet, yet delay^ 

However my love repine, 
Let that gay ratnute pass away. 

The next perhaps is thine. 

Yes, pfauntiTe sonnds, no longer crost. 
Your griefs shall soon be o'er. 

Her cheek uncfimpled now,, has lost 
The smile it lately wore. 

Yes, plamtive sounds, she now is yonrs,. 

'TIS BOW ycmr time to move ; 
Essay to soften all her powers^ 

And be that softness, love. 

Cease, phiintive somids, your task is done^ 

That anxioQs tender air 
Proves o'er her heart the conquest won,. 

I see you melting there. 

Return, ye smiles, return again. 

Return each sprightly grace, 
I yield up to your charming reign. 

All that enchaatiBg &ee. 

I take no outward shew amiss, 
Rove where they will, her eyes, 

Still let ner smiles each shepbcml bless^ 
So she but hear my sighs. 
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You ask me, cfaarimng finr. 
Why thus I pensive go. 

From whence proceeds my care, 
What nooriflhes my woe ? 

Why seek'st the cause to find 

Ofillsthatlendare? 
Ah I why so vamly kind, 

Unless re8olv*d to cure ? 

It needs no magic art 

To know whence my alarms -, 
Examine your own heart, 

Go read them in your charms. 

Whene'er the y^athlul quire 
Ak>ng the vale advance. 

To raise, at yonr desire, 
The lay, or form the dance: 

Beneficent to each, 

Yon some kind grace afford. 
Gentle in deed or speech, 

A smile or firiendly word. 

Whilst on my love you put 
No value ; — or the same. 

As if my fire was but 
Some paltry village flame. 

At this my Qok>ur flies. 

My Uwast withsorrow heaves; 
The pain I would disgnise. 

Nor niai» nor maid deceives. 
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My love stands all displayed. 
Too strong for art to bide. 

How soon the heart's betray'd 
With such a clue to guide I 

Hovr cruel is my iate, 

Affironts I could have bomcy 
Found comfort in your hate. 

Or triumph'd in your scorn : 

But whilst I thus adore, 
I'm driven to wild despair ; 

Indifference is more 
Than raging love can bear. 



WouLD'sT thou know her sacred diarms 
Who this destmM heart alarms, 
What kind of nymph the Heavens decree 
Tlie maid that's made for love and me. 

Who pants to hear the sigh sincere, 
Who melts to see the tender tear, 
From each ungentle passion free ; 
Such the maid that's made for me. 

Who joys whene'er she sees me ghid, 
Who sorrows when she sees me sad. 
For peace and me can pomp resign ; 
Such the heart that's made for i 
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Whose soul with generous friendship glows. 
Who feels the blessing she bestows, 
Gentle to all, but kind to me ; 
Such be mine, if soch there be. 

Whose genuine thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart, 
A simple train, from falshood free ; 
Such tiie maid that's made for me. 

Avaunt, ye light coquets, retire, 
Whom glittering fops around admire ; 
Unmoved your tinsel charms I see, 
More genuine beauties are for me. 

Should Love, fantastic as he is, 
Baise up some rival to my bliss; 
And should she chauge, but can that be ? 
No other maid is made for me. 



BY A YOUNG LADY, 

ON READING THE FOREGOfNG. 

If you would know, my dearest friend, 
The man whose merit may pretend 
To gain my heart, that yet is free, 
Hun that's made for love and me : 

His mmd shon'd be his chiefest care. 
All his inprovements centre there, 
From eadi unmanly passion free ; 
lliat is the man who's made for me. 
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WtMMM generouf bosom goodness vntrms. 
Whom sacred virtue ever charms. 
Who to no yice a slave will be ; 
This is the man who's made for me. 

Whose, tmigne can easily impart 
The dictates of his honest heart, 
In plain good sense ; from flattery free ; 
Such he most be who^s made for me. 

He alone can love inspire, 
Who feels the warmth of fri6ndship*8 fire ; 
Humane and generous, kind and free ; 
That is the man who's minle for me. 

If such an one, my friend, e'er tries 
To make me his by strictest ties, 
Itie study of my life shall be, 
To please the man so diear to me. 

Ye powder'd beaux^ frMft me retire. 
Who only your dear selves admure ; 
Though deck'd in richest hice yon be. 
No tinsel'd fop has charms for me. 
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REPLY BY MR. HAMILTON. 



— ^Sed qam legat ipM Lyeorte. ViRG. 



GENTLE maid ! whoe'er thou art. 
That seek'st to bless a fnendiy heart ; 
Whose muse and mind seem ^am'd to prove 
The tenderness of matnal loye. 

Tlie heart that flatters in hit breast. 
That longs and pants to be at rest, 
Roam*d all around thy sex, to find 
A gentle mate ; and hop'd her kind. 

1 saw a iace — and foand it iaur ; 

I search'd a mind — saw goodness there: 
Goodness and beauty both combin'd ; 
Bat Heav'n forbad her to be kind. 

To thee for refuge dare I fly, 
The victim of another eye ? 
Poor gift ! a lost, rejected hearty 
Deep wounded by a foreign dart. 

From this inevitable chain, 
Alas 1 I hope to 'scape in vain. 
Is there a pow'r can set me free, 
A pow'r on earth — or is it thee? 
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Yet were thy cheek as Venus fair ; 
Bloom'd all the Paphian goddess there, 
Sach as she bless'd Adonis* anus ; 
Thon could'st but equal Laura's charms. 

Or were thy gentlest mind replete 
With all that's mild, that's soft, that's sweet ; 
Was all thaf s sweet, soft, mild, combin'd. 
Thou could'st but equal Laura's uund. 

Since beauty, goodness, is not found 
Of equal force to soothe this wound, 
Ah! what can ease my anguish'd mind? 
Perhaps the charm of bemg kind. 

Canst thou transported view the lays 
That warble forth another's praise, 
Indulgent to the tow unknown, 
Well pleased with homage not thy own? 

Canst thou the sighs with pity hear 
That swell to touch another's ear? 
Canst thou with soft compassion see 
The tears that fdU, and not for thee? 

Canst thou thy blooming hopes resiign, 
The vow sincere, so dearly thine -, 
All these resign, and prove to me 
What Laura wou'd not deign to be? 

When at thy feet I trembling &11, 
My life, my soul, my Laara call ; 
Wilt thou my anxious cares beguile, 
And o'er thy face spread Laura's smile. 



,d by Google 



SONGS. 19 

Perhaps Time's gently stealing pace 
May Laai^'s fatal form efiace, 
Thou to my heart alone be dear, 
Alone thy image triumph here. 

Come then, best angel ! to my aid I 
Come, sure tliou'rt such, the gentlest maid : 
If thoJD canst work this cure divine, 
My heart henceforth is wholly thine. 

Edinburgh. 



THE YOUNG LADVS ANSWER. 

Your Laor&'s charms I cannot boast ; 
For beauty I ne*er was a toast ; 
I*m not remarkable for sense ; 
To wit I've not the least pretence. 

If gold and silver have the power 

To charm, no thousands sweO my dower ; 

No shining treasures I possess. 

To make the world my worth confess. 

An honest, plain, good-natur'd hiss, 
(The character by which I pass), 
I doubt will scarcely have the art 
To drive your Laura from your heart. 

But, Sir, your having been in love, 
Will not your title to me prove : 
Far nobler quatities must be 
In him who's made for love and me. 
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Tib true, you can with eaae iiiip«rt 
The dictates of yoor lionest hsirtf 
In plain good sense, from flattery free : 
But tbis alone won't answer me. 

Once more peruse my lines with care ; 
Try if you find your picture there : 
For by that test you'll quickly see, 
If you're the man who's made for me. 
Gleugow. 



TO A LADY WHO RIDICULED THE 
AUTHQIVS LOVES, 

A FEMALE friend advis'd a swain 

Whose heart she wish'4 at ease, 
< Make love thy pleasure, not thy pain, 

Nor let it deeply I 



Beauty, where vanities abound, 
No serious passion claims : 

Then, till a phcenix can be found, 
Do not admit the flames.' 

But griev'd, she finds all his replies 
(Since prepossess'd when young) 

Take all theur hints from Silvia's eyes, 
None from Ardelia's tongue. 

.II1US, Cupid, all their aim they miss, 
Who would unbend thy bow ; 

And each slight nymph a phoenix is, 
If thou wodd'st have it so. 
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THE BRAES OF YARROfT, 

TO LADY JANE 110MB. 
IN IMITATION OF THE ANCIENT 8COT1SU MANNER., 

A, Busk ye, bosk ye, my bony bony bride^ 
Bosk ye, bosk ye, my winsome marrow 2f 

Bosk ye, busk ye, my bony bony bride, 

And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow; . 

B, Where gat ye that bony bony bride ? 
Where gat ye that winsome marrow ? 

A, I gat her where I dare na weil be seen, . ' 
Poing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow.. 

Weep not, weep not, my bony bony bride, 
Weep not, weep not,^ my winsome marrow> , 

Nor let tliy heart lament to leive 
Poing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Wliy does she weep, thy bony bony bride ^ 
Why does she weep thy winsome marrow ? 

And why dare ye nae mair weil be seen 
Putng the bu>ks on the Braes of Yarrow?. 

A. long immn she weep, lang mann she, maon At 
Longmann she weep with dale and sorrow, [weep. 

And lang maon I nae mair weil be seea 
Poing the biiks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

For she has tint her lover Inver dear,. 

Her lover dear, the caose of sorrow, ^ 

And 1 hae slaitf the comliest swain 

That e*er pn'd. birks on the Eraes of Yarrow. 
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Why ruos thy stream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, red ? 

Why on thy Braes heard the voice of sorrow? 
And why yon melancholeous weids 

Hung on the bony birks of Yarrow ! 

What yonder floats on the rnefnl ruefiil flade ? 

What's yonder floats ? O dale and sorrow! 
Tis he, tlie comely swain I slew 

Upon the dnlefnl Bra^s of Yarrow. 

Wash, O wash his wonnds, his wounds in tears^ 
His wounds in tears, with dale and sorrow. 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay liim on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Then build, then build, ye sisters sisters sad. 
Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow, 

And weep around in waefnl wise. 

His helpless fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Curse ye, curse ye, his useless useless shield. 
My arm that wrought the deed of sorrow. 

The fatal spear that pierc'd his breast. 

His comely breast, on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Did I not warn thee not to lue. 

And warn from fight? but, to my sorrow, 
O'er rashly bald, a stronger arm 

Thou met'st, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Sweetsmells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan, [gnis. 

Fair bangs the apple frae the rock, 
8w€et the wave of Yarrow flowan. 
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Flows Yarrdw sweet? as sweet, as sweet flows 
As green its grass, its gowan yellow, [Tweed, 

As sweet smells on its braes the birk, 
The apple frae the rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luye, fiur fair indeed tliy luve, 

> In floury bands thon him did'st fetter, 

ThoQgh he was fair and weil belov'd again, 

linn me, he never Ined thee better. 

Bask ye, then busk, my bony bony bride. 
Bosk ye, bosk ye, my winsome marrow. 

Bosk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And tfamk nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

C. How can I bosk a bony bony bride ? 

How can T bosk a winsome marrow ? 
How lae him on the banks of Tweed, 

That slew my lave on the Braes of Yarrow ? 

O Yarrow fields, may never never rain, 
No dew thy tender blossoms cover, 

For there was basely slain my Inve, 
My lave, as he had not been a luver. 

The boy pat on his robes, his robes of green^ 
His purple vest, 'twas my awn sening ; 

Ah! wretched me ! I little little ken'd 
He was m these to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white milk-white steed, 

Unheedful of my dale and sorrow -, 
But ere the toofal of the night 

He lay a corps, on the Braes of Yarrow. 
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Much I r^oic'd that waefbl waeful day ; 

I Bang, my voice the woods retmniog; 
Bat lang ere night the spear was flown 

That slew, my hive, and left me mooming. 

What can my barbarous barbarons father do, 
Bnt with bis croel rage pnrsae me ? 

My Inverts blood is on tiiy spear, 
How can'st thou, barbarous man, then woo me ? 

My happy sisters may be may be prond, 

With crad, and ungentle scoifin, 
May bid me seek on Yarrow Braes 

My luver nailed in his coffin. 

My brother Douglas may upbraid, 

And strive with threat'ning words to muve me, 
My lover's blood is on thy spear. 

How can*st thou ever bid me love thee f 

Yes yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 

With bridal sheets my body cover^ 
Uubar, ye bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the' expected husband4over. 

But who the' expected husband husband is? 

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in slaughter •, 
Ah me ! what ghastly spectre's yon, 

Comes, in his pale shroud, bleeding after ? 

Pale as he is, here hiy him lay him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 
Take aif, take aff these bridal weids, 

And crown my careftd head with willow. 
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Pale though thou art, yet best yet best belav^d,' 
O coqM my warmth to life restore thee ! 

Yet lie all night between my briests, 
No youth Uy ever there before thee. 

Pale pale indeed, O lovely lovely youth, 
Forgive forgive so fool a slaughter. 

And lie all night between my briests, 
No youth shall ever lye there after. 

A. Return retnmy O mournful moumftit bride> 
Return and dry thy useless sorrow, 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy sighs, 
He lies a corps on the Braes of Yarrow, 
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THE FLOWER OF YARROW. 

TO LADY MART VONT€OM ERT. 

Go Yarrow flower, thoa dialt be blest, 
To lie on beauteous Mary*8 breast ; 
Go Yarrow flower, so sweetly smelting, 
Is there on earth so soft a dwelling P 

Go lovely flower, thon prettiest flower 
That ever smil*d in Yarrow bower. 
Go daughter of the dewy morning. 
With Alves' blosh the fields adorning. 

Go lovely rose, what do*8t thou here? 
lingering away thy 8hort-Uv*d year, 
Vainly shming, idly blooming, 
Thy uneqjoyed sweets consuming. 

Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 
No hand to pull, no eye to view ; 
What are thy charms, no heart deshing? 
What profits beauty, none admiring? 

Go Yarrow flower to Yarrow maid, 
And on her panting bosom laid, 
There all thy niitive form confessing. 
The charm of beauty is possessing. 

Come Yarrow maid from Yarrow field. 
What pleasure can the desert yield ? 
Come to my breast, O all exceUing! 
Is there on earth so kind a dwelling? 
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Come, my dear maid, thou prettiest maid 
That ever smil'd in Yarrow shade, 
Come sister of the dewy morning, 
With Aires' blush the dance adorning. 

Come, lovely maid, love calls thee here. 
Linger no more thy fleeting year, 
Vainly shinmg, idly blooming, 
Thy mienjoyed sweets consuming. 

Vain is thy radiant Garlics hue. 
No hand to press, no eye to view ; 
What are thy charms, no heart desiring ? 
What profits beauty, none admiring P 

Come Yarrow maid, with Yarrow r«se. 
Thy maiden graces all disclose ; 
Come, blest by all, to all a blessing ; 
The charm of beanty is possessing. 
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TO A SWALLOW. 

FROM ANACREON. 

Malicious bird ! what punishmenty 
Due to thy crimes, can love invent ? 
Or clip thy wings, or cut thy tongue. 
And spoil tliy flight, and future song : 
That thus, unseasonable guest, 
Thon dar'st disturb a lover's rest. 
And tear the maid, profuse of charmsy 
My fair Maria, from my arms. 



TO A DOVE. 

FROM ANACREON. 

Sat, beauteous dove, where dost thou fly? 
To what new quarter of the sky 
Dost thou with silken plumes repaur. 
To scent with sweets the ambient air? 
£kay, gentle bird, nor thou reflise 
To bear along a lover's vows. 

O tell the maid, of me belov'd* 
O tell how constant I have prov'd ; 
How she to me all nymphs excelled, 
The first my eyes with joy beheld ; 
And, since she treats me with disdain, 
The first my eyes beheld with pain. 
Yet whether, to my wishes kind. 
She hear my pray'r with gracious mud* 
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Or, unrelenting of her will. 
Her hot displeasnre kindle stilly 
I, in her beauty's Chains bonnd iast^ 
Shall view her with indjiTrence last. 
Fly swift, my dove, and swift return 
With answer hack to those that mourn : 
O ! in thy bill, bring soft and cahn 
A branch of silver-flow'ring palm. 
But, why should I tiiy flight delay? 
Go fleet, my herald, speed away. 



fiORACE, , 
6o6k i. ode v. 



What happy youth, Maria^ no^ 

Breathes in thy willing ear his vow? 

With whom spend^st thou thy evening hours 

Amidst the sweets of breathing flowers? 

For whom retired'to' secret sbadeyr 

Soft on thy panting boeom laid> . . 

Sefst thou thy looks with nicest cane^ 

And bind'st in gold thy flowing hair? 

O neatly plain! How oft shall he 

Bewail thy false inconstancy? 

Condemned perpetual ho^ma to prove. 

How often weep thy altered love? 

Who thee, too eredulons, hopes to find, 

As now stiU golden and still kind ; 

And heedless now of fortuned power 

Sets flu* away the evil honr^ 

How oft shalt thou, ilUtai'd, bewail 

Thou trusted to the iiiithless gale ? 
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When unaccuBtoni'd to survey 
The rising winds and swelling sea ; 
When cloads shall rise on that dear face, 
That shone adom'd in every grace ; 
That yet untaught in wicked wiles, 
Was wont to' appear to thee in smiles. 
Wretch'd they to whom thou shin'st, unCiyd 
Thy shifting calm and treacherous tide : 
For me, once shipwreck'd, now on shore, 
I venture out my bark no more. 



PALINODE. 



happV youth, who now possest 
Of my Maria*s smiles are blest; 
Think not thy joys will constant prove ; 
How many changes are in love ! 

1 once was happy too like thee. 
That sun of beauty shone on me : 
In darkness ever to deplore, 
The sun is set to shine no more ; 
Doom*d ne*er to view the rising light, 
But weep out love's eternal night. 

When first I spread the lover's sail. 
Love blew from shore a friendly gale ; 
Sweet appeared the' incbanting scene, 
AU calm below, above serene : 
Joyous 1 made before the wind, 
Heedless of what I left behind ; 
Nor rocks, nor quicksands did I dread, 
No adverse winds to check my speed ; 
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No savage pirate did I fear. 
To ravish ail my soul held dear, 
Far off my treasure to convey. 
And sell in foreign lands away : 
Maria's hand unforl'd the sails, 
Her prayers invok'd the springii^i; gales : 
Twas calm whatever her eyes snrvey'd. 
Her voice the raging storm obey'd ; 
And o*er the bosom of the tides, 
Her will the raling rudder guides^ 
But ah ! the change, she flies away, 
And will vouchsafe no longer stay. 
See now the swelling seas arise, 
Loud storming vrinds enrage the skiea. 
All weak the tempest to withstand. 
Trembling and pale I put to land. 
Wet irom the tossing surge, aghast 
I thank the gods, the danger's past ; 
And swear to venture out no more. 
Secure upon the safer shore ; 
Yet should the swelling seas subside. 
And roll serene a silver tide ; 
Should yet the angry tempest cease, 
And gently breathe a gale of peace -, 
Much, much I fear, Td dare again 
A second shipwreck on the main. 
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HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODE Til. 
TO THE EARL OF STAIR. 

Let Others in exalted lays 

The lofty dome of Hopetoun praise, 

Or where of old, in lonely cell, 

The musing dnikl wont to dwell: 

Or with the sacred sisters roam, 

Near holy Melrose' roin'd dome : 

There are who paint with all their might 

The fields where Fortha's streams delight -, 

That winding through Stiriina's plain, 

Rolls heanteous to the distant main : 

Or, fiiithfid to the fanner's toil. 

Extol fair Lothian's fertile soil ; 

MThere Ceres her best gifts bestows. 

And Edin town her structures shows. 

Nor me delight those silvan scenes. 

Those chequer'd bowers and winding greens ; . 

Where art and nature join to yield 

Unnnmber'd sweets to Marlefield : 

Nor yet that soft and secret shade, 

Where fiiir Aboyo asleep is laid; 

Where gay in sprightly dance no more 

She dreams her former triumptis o'er* 

These scenes can best entice my soul. 

Where smooth Blancatria's waters roll : 

Where beauteous Hume in smiling hour. 

Plucks the green herb or rising flow'r; 

Pleas'd on the borders to behold 

Tlie apple redden into gold. 

But whate'er place thy presence boast. 
Let not, O .Stair ! an hour be lo*t. 
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When the rough Norib and angry storm, 
Nature's lovely looks deform ; 
The Sooth restores the wonted grace, 
And wipes the clouds from Heaven's (ace. 
So thou to finish all thy care, 
The flask of brisk Champaign prepare ; 
Invite thy friends, with wise design, 
And wash the Ub of life with wine : 
Whether beneath the open sky, 
Stretch'd in the tented conch to lie, 
Thy fiite ordains ; to shine again 
Great on some ftitnre fiienheim's plain; 
Higher to raise thy deathless name 
Triumphant to sublimer fiime : 
Or, if secure from feverish heat, 
Newliston cover thy retreat, 
Where wit conspires with love's delights. 
To grace thy days and bless thy nights. 
When Fergus led, in days of yore, 
His exil'd bands to Scotia's shore -, 
The godlike founder of our state. 
Sustained the shocks of adverse late : 
Yet brave, disdaining to repine. 
Around his brows he bound the vine : 
Let's follow still without delay 
Wherever fortune shows the vray ; 
Ck>unige, my lads, let none despair. 
When Fergus leads, 'tis base to fear: 
With better auspice shall arise 
Our empure in the northern skies : 
Beauty and valour shall adorn 
Our happy ofibpring yet unborn: 
Now fill the glass, come fill again^ 
To-morrow we 'shall cross the main. 
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HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODE XI. 
TO MISS BR8KINE. 

Enquire not E feir, what end 

The gods for thee or me inteiid ; . 
How vain tiie search, that but bestows 
The knowledge of our fiitare woes ! 
Far happier they, who ne'er repine 
To draw the lots their ilites assign ; 
Then be advis'd^ and try not thon 
What spells and cunning men can do. 
In mulh thy present yean employ. 
And consecHite thy eharms to joy ; 
Whether the &tes to thy old score 
Propitious add A winter more ; 
Or this shall lay thee cold in earth, 
Now raging o'er Edi^a's frith. 
Let yonth, while yet it blooms, excite 
To mirth, and wit, and gay delight ; 
Nor thon refuse the voice that calls 
To visits and to sprightly boHs. 
For Time rides evei* on the post, 
£v*n while we speak the moment's lost. 
Then call each joy m to this day, 
And spend them now, while now yon may ; 
Have every pleasore at command ; 
Foob let them lie in Fortnne'^ hand. 
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HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODEXXIT* 
TO R- 8 • 

The man sincere Ind pure of ill. 
Needs not with the£tohm «piiver fill. 

Nor point the venwn'd dart ; 
O'er him no weapon can prevail, 
Clad in the firmest coat ol' mail, 

A brave and honest heart. 

Secure in innocence he goes 

Throngh boiting friths and highland snows; 

Or if his course he guide, 
To where for fem'd Locblevetfs wave 
Poes round his islands winding, lave 

Buchanan's hilly side. 

For in Caentannar, as I stood 
And sung my Erskine to the wood> 

Unheeding of my way ; 
My every care forsook behind, 
While all on Erskine ran my mind, 

It chanc'd my steps to stray ; 

When,lo! forth rushing fi"om behind 
A savage wolf of monstrous kind, 

Fierce shook his horrid head : 
Uoarm'd I stood, and void of fear 
Beheld the monstrous savage near. 

And me, unarm'd, he ^d. 
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A beast of sach portentous sbe. 
Such hideous tusks and glari2\g eyes. 

Fierce Daunia never bred ; 
Nor Juba's land, without controal. 
Where angry lions darkling howl, 

His equal ever fed. 

Place me where the summer breeze 
Does ne'er retresh the weary trees, 

All on the gloomy plain, 
Which side of earth, offended Heav'n 
To the dominion foul has given. 

Of clouds and beating rain. 

Place rae nndemeath the day, 
Near neighbonr to the burning ray ; 

Yet there the maid shall move ; 
There, present to my fancy's eyes. 
Sweet smiling Erskine will I prize, 

Sweet speaking Erskine love. 
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HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODE XXIII. 
TO MIB8 D . 

Tell me. Mam, tell me why - 

Thou dost from him that loves thee run ; 
Why from his fond embmees fly, 

And every soft endeannent shao t> 

So through the rocks, or dewy lawn, 
With plaintive cries, its dam to find, 

Flics wing'd with feam the youngling friwn. 
And trembles at «acb breath of wind. 

Ah! stop tliy flight, why shouldst thou fly? 

What canst thou in a lover fear? 
No angry boar, nor liob I, 

Pursue tliy tender limbs to tear. 

Cease then, dear wildness, cease to toy ; 

But haste all rivals to outshine, 
And grown mature and ripe for joy, 

Leave Mamma's arms and come to mine. 
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HORACE. 

. BOOK I. ODE XXIV. 

TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE DEATH OF HER 
FATHER. 

What measure shall l^ictios know ? 
What bounds be set to such a woe, 
That weeps the loss of one so dear ! 
Come> Muse of mounuog ! haste, ordain 
The sacred melancholy strain : 
When virtue bids, 'tis impious to forbear. 

Thy voice, vdth powerful blessuigs fraught, 

Inspires the solemn serious thought ; 

A heavenly sorrow*s healing art, 

That, whilst it wounds, amends the heart 

A far more pleasing rapture thine. 

When bending over Friendship*s shrine^ 

Than Mirth's fantastic varied lay, 

Deceitful, idle, fluttering, vain. 

Still shifting betwixt joy and pain. 

Where sport the wanton, or where feast the gay. 

In dust the good and friendly Ues. 

Must endless slumber seal those eyes ? 

Oh ! when shall modest Worth again. 

Integrity, that knows no stain. 

Thy sister. Justice, free from blame, 

Kind Trulii, no fake affected name, 

To meet in social union, find 

So plain, so upright, and so chaste a mind ? 

By many good bewail'd, he's lost ; 
By thee, O beauteous virgin! most: 
Tfaoo daiffl'st, ah pioos 1 ah, in vam f 
Thy father from the grave again. 

Digitized by Google 



48 IMITATIONS. 

Not on those terms, by doomiog Heav'ta, 
His loan of mortal life was ghr^. 
The equal lot is cast on all, 
Obedient to the universal call. 
£?'n thou/ each decent part fiilfiU*d, 
Wife, sister, mother, friend, and child. 
Mast yield to the siq>reme decree, 
' And every social Virtue weep for thee. 
» 
What tliongh thou boasts each soul subduing art, 
That rules the movements of the human heart ; 

Though thine be every potent charm^ 

The rage of envy to disarm : 

Thus & Heav*n grants, the great seward 

Of beauty, under virtue's gniurd : 
Yet all in vain ascends thy pious pray'r, 
To bid the' impartial Pow'r one moment spare } 
That Pow'r who chastens whom he dearest loves. 
Deaf to the filial sorrows he approves ; 
Seal'd sacred by the' inviolable fates, 
Unlocks no more the adamantine gates, 
When once the* Etherial Breath has wing'd its way, 
And left behind its load of mortal clay. 

Severe indeed ! yet cease the duteous tear : 
'Tis Nature's voice that calls aloud, * Forbear.' 
See, see descending to thy aid, 
Patience, fair celestial maid ! [ray, 

She strikes tlirough life's dark gloom a brightening 
And smiles Adversity away : 
White-handed Hope advances in her train, 
Leads to new life, and wakens joy again ; » 
She renders light the weight of human woes. 
And teaches to submit when 'tis a orime to' oppose. 
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BOOK I. ODE XXXKL 
TO HIS LYRBV 

If e'er with thee, we foord away» 
Vacant beneath the shade, a day. 

Still kind to our desire ; 
A Scotish song we now implore, 
To live this year, and some few more» 

Come then my Scotish Lyre. 

First stmng by Stewart's canning hand,. 
Who nil'd fair Scotia^s happy iand> 

A lon^ and wide domain : 
WTio bold in war, yet whether he, 
Reliev'd his wave-beat ship -from sea^ 

Or camp'd npon the plain, 

The joyi of wine, and Moses youngs 
Soft Beauty, and her page he sung. 

That still to her adheres : 
Margaret, author of his sighs, 
Adom'd with comely coal-black eyes,. 

And comely coiU-black hairs. 

O Thou, the grace of song and love, 
Exalted to the feasts above, 

Tlie feast's supreme delight : 
Sweet balm to heal our cares below -^ 
Gracious on me tliy aid bestow^ 

If thee I seek aright. 
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HORACB. 

BOOK I. ODE XXXIII. 
TO k OEHTMMAlf IN LOVK. 

Why do'flt thoa still in tears coBiplain^ 
Too mindftil of thy love's disdain ? 
Why still in melancholy verse 
Unmeek Maria's hate reheatsey 
That Thirsis finds by iate's decree 
More fevoar in her sight than thee I 
The love of Cyrus does enthrall 
Lycoris fair, with ^Mrehead small -, 
Cyras declines to Pholoe's eyes> 
Who unrelenting hears his sighft : 
But wolves and lambs shall sooner join 
Than they in mutual ftdth combine. 
So seemeth good to Love, who binds 
Unequal forms, unequal minds, 
Cruel in his brassen yoke, 
Pleas'd with' too severe a joke. 
Myself, in youtli's more joyous reign. 
My laundress held in pleasing chain ; 
When pliable to love's delights 
My age excus'd the .poet's ffights : 
More wrathiiil she, than storms that roar 
Along the Solway's crooked shore« 
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HORACE, 



BOOK II. ODE iV. 
TO THE E M or S— — D '. 

Ne sit aDcillae ttbi amor pudori. — 



Atow, my noble friend, thy kind desires, 
If Philiis' gentle form thy breast inspires, 
Nor glory, nor can reason disapprove ; 

What though unknown her humble name, 

Unchronicled in records old. 

Or tale by flattering poets told : 
She to her beauties owes her noblest &me, 

Her. noblest honours to thy love. 

Know Cupid scorns the trophied shield, 
Vain triumph of some guilty field, 
Where dragons hiss and lions roar, 
Blazon'd with argent and with or, 
His heraldry is hearts for hearts. 
He stamps himself o'er all, and dignities his darts. 

Smote by a simple village maid, 
See noble Petrarch night and day 
Poor his sofl sorrows through the shade ; 
Nor could the Muse his pains allay: 
What though with hands pontific crown'd. 
With all the scarlet senate round. 
He saw his brows adorn the living ray ; 

1 Earl Marshal of Scotland. 
See BeatMBi FolWeia Index, circa 1750. 
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Though sighing virgins tri'^d each iinoning art. 

To care their gentle Poet's love-sick heart, 
Cupid more powerful than them all, 
Resolv'd his tunefiil captive to enthrall, 

Subdued him with a shepherdess's look ; 

He wreathes his verdant honours round her crook, 
And taught Vaklusa's smiling groves 

To wear the sable liveries of his loves. 

But this example scarce can move thy mind. 
The gentle power with verse was ever join'd : 

Then hear, my lord, a dreadibi tale, 
Not known in ikir Arcadia's peaceful vale. 

Nor in the Academic grove^ 
Where mild Philosophy might dwell vrith Love ; 

But poring o'er the mystic page, 

Of old Stagira's wonrferons sage, 
In the dark cave of syllogistic doubt, 

Where neither Muse, nor beauty's Queen, 

Nor wandering Grace was ever seen, 

Love found his destin'd victim out, 
And put the rude militia all to rout : 
For whilst poor Abelard, ah ! soon decreed 

Love's richest sacrifice to bleed, 
Unweeting drew tlie argumental thread, 
A finer net the son of Venus' spread : 

Involving in his ample category, 

With all his musty schoolmen round, 

The* unhappy youth, alike renown'd 
In philosophic and in amorous story. 

Inflexible and stem the Czar, 

Amidst the iron sons of war. 
With dangers and distress encompast .round. 
In his large bosom deep receiv'd the wound. 
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No Venns sbe^ snrromnipd Ytj tbe Loves^ 
Nor drawn by cooing harnest doves ; 

Twas the caprice love to yoke 
Two daring souls, nnbamest and unbroke. 

When now the many-hiareird Swede, 
The field of death his noblest triomph iled, 
And forc'd by fate, but unsubdued of soul, 
To the fell victor left the conquest of the pole. ' 

Henry, a monarch to thy heart, 

In action brave, in council wise, 

Felt in his breast the iatal dart, [eyes ; 

i$bot from two snowy breasts, and two fair lovely 

Though Gallia wept, though SuUy frown'd, 

Though rag'd the impious League around, 

The little urchin entrance found. 
And to his haughty purpose forc'd to yield 
The vurtuons conqueror of Coutra's field. 

Who knows but some four-tail'd bashaw 
May hail thee, peer, his son-in-law. 
Some bright sultana, Asia's pride. 

Was graqdame to the beauteous bride : 

For sore a gtri so sweet, so kind, 

Soch a sincere and lovely mind. 

Where each exalted virtue shines, 

Could never spring from vulgar loins. 
No, no, some chief of great Arsaces' line, 

Has form'd her lineaments divine ; 

Who Rome's imperial fasces broke. 

And spnm'd the nation's galling yoke. 

Though now, oh! sad reverse of fate. 
The former Insti-e of her royal state, 

She sees injurious Time deface. 
And weeps the lavish'd sc^tres of her raoe. 
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Her melting eye, and slender waist 
Fair tapering from the swelling breast^ 
AU Nature's charms^ all Nature's pride, 
Whate'er they sho^, whatever they hide, 
I own. — But swear by bright Apollo, 
Whose priest I am, nought, nought can follow ; 
Suspect not thou a Poef s praise. 
Unhurt I hear, uninjur'd gaze: 
Alas ! such badinage but ill would suit 
A married man, and forty years to boot. 
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HORACE, 

BOOK II. ODE XVI. 
TO THE EARI. OF M— — -T '. 

Case from the gods the sailor prays, 
0*ertaken in the' £gean seas, 

When storms begm to roar : 
When clouds wrap ap the moon from sight. 
Nor shine the stars with certain light 

To guide him safe to shore. 

Ease, fierce the Russian in war's trade : 
Ease, graceftil in his Tartan Phud, 

The Highlander demfunds, 

M ^t, not to be bought or sold. 

For purple, precious gems, or gold. 

Or wide and Urge command. 

For nor can wealth, nor golden mace, 
Borne high before the great in phice, 

Make cares stand out o'the way ; 
The anxious tumults of the mind, 
That round the pakice unconiin'd 

Still roam by night and day. 

Rich he lives on small, whose board 
Shines with frugal affluence stor'd, 

* Probablj Marcboioat. 
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The wealth his aire possest ; 
Nor fear to lose, creates him pain ; 
Nor sordid love of greater gain. 

Can break his ea^y rest. 

Why do we draw too strong the bow, 
Beyond oar end oar hopes to throw, 

For warm with other sons 
Why change our clime ? to ease his toil. 
What exile from his native soil 

From self an exile runs ? 

For vicious care the ship ascends, 
On the way-iaring troop attends 

First of the company : 
Swifter than harts that seek the floods, 
Swifter than roll wind-driven clouds, 

Along the middle sky. 

Glad in the present hoar, a mind 
Disdains the care beyond, assign'd 

To all content at heart ; 
Tempers of life the bitter cup, 
With sweetning mirth, and drinks it up, 

None blest in every part. 

Dwindled thy sire in slow old age. 
Young K ra from otF this stage 

Was ravish'd in his prime : 
The hour perhaps, benign to me, 
Will grant what it denies to thee. 

And lengthen out my time- 
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A numerous herd thy v^llies fills, 
The cattle on a thousand hills 

Tliat low around, are thme : 
The well-pair'd mares thy gilded car 
Draw through the streets, thj^elf from far, 

In richest silks to shine, 

Conspicuous seen. To me my fate, 
Not much to blame, a small estate. 

Of rural acres few : 
A slender portion of the Muse 
Bounteous besides, the Grace allows, 

T» scorn the* ill-thinking crew. 
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HORACE. 

BOOK IV. ODE I. 

Venus I call'st thoa once more to arms ? 

Sound'st thou once more thy dire alarms ? 

Amioy'st my peacefnl state again — 

Oh, faith of treaties sworn in Tain ! 

Seal'd with tlie signet of thy doves, 

And ratified by all the l^oves. 

Spare, Goddess ! I implore, implore ! 

Alas! tliy sappliant is no more 

What once he was in happier time, 

(Illustrated by many a rhyme) 

When, skiird in every ruling art, 

Good A****8 sway'd his yielding heart : 

Love's champion tlien, and known to fiune, 

•He boasted no inglorious name. 

Now, crael mother of desires ! 

That doubts and anxious joys inspires. 

Ah why, so long disosM, again 

Leviest thou thy dreadful train ; 

That, when in daring fights he toil'd, 

So oft his youthful ardor foil'd P 

Oh ! let thy hostile fury cease, 

Thy faithful veteran rest in peace, 

In the laborious service worn. 

His arms decayed, and ensigns torn. 

Go, go, swan-wing'd, through liquid air, 
Where the bland breath of youthful pray'r 
Recals thee from the long delay, 
And weeping, chides thee for thy stay. 
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My lowly roof, that knows oo state. 
Can't entertain a g^iest so great : 
I„p****r - ' - ■ "neen, 

With bett seen, 

If, worth; 

Thou seel leart: 

For he to 

A graceft 1 ; 

And to su 

The youtl blest ;. 

Nor silen , 

The anxi( s. 

He, in th; . .^ 

Shall spread thy eiBpir.e1^ and wide ; 

Confirm the glorij^'tof thy reign : 

And not a glance shall falfin vain. 

Then, when each rival shall submit 

The prize of beahty and of wit,. 

And riches yield/tp fair 4^sert 

The triumph of a iemale heart ;. 

Grateful thy inarble form shall stand, 

Fair breathm^ &om the 8calpt(Mr*s hand. 

Below the temple's pillar'd priae, , 

Fast by a sacred fountain's side. 

Where Tweed sports round each winding masCy 

There song shall warble, incense blaze -, 

Nor dumb shall rest the silver lyre. 

To animate the festive choir. 

There twice a day /ond boys shall come. 

And tender virgins in their bloom, . 

(With fearful awe and infant shame) 

To call upQn thy hailow*d name, 

As thrice about the wanton round 

With snowy feet they lightly bound.. 
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For mc no beanty now invites, 

Long recreant to the soft delights. 
Lost to the charming arts that move, 
Ah, dare I hope a mntual love ? 
The fond belief of pleasing pain 
That hopes, fears, donbts, and hopes again ? 
No wreaths upon my forehead bloom, 
Where flowers their vernal souls consume. 
No more the reigning toast I claim : 
I yield the fierce contended name. 
Though daring once to drink all up, 
While Bacchus could supply the cup. 
< Farewell, dehwive, idle power ! 
Welcome, contemplation's hour. 
Now, now I search, ne^ected long, 
The charms that lie m moral song. 
How to assuage the boihng blood, 
The lessons of the wise and good ; 
Now with fraternal sorrows mouni ; 
Now pour the tear o'er fiiendship's nm : 
Or higher nuse the wish refln'd, 
The generous pray'r for human kind ; 
Or, anxious for my Britain's fate, 
To Freedom beg a longer date. 
To calm her more than civil rage, 
And spare her yet one other age. 
These, these the labours I pursue : 
Fantastic Love ! a long adieu.' 

^Yet why, O beauteous **•**, why. 

Heaves the long forgotten sigh ? 
Why down my cheeks, when you appear, 
Steals drop by drop the' unbidden tear ? 
Once skiird to breathe the anxious vow, 
Why ^li my tongue its master now ; 
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And, faltering, dabious strives in yain 
The tender meaning to explain ? 
"Why, in the visions of the night, 
Rises thy image to my sight ? 
Now seized, thy mnch-lov'd form I bold, 
N ow lose again the transient fold ; 
Unequal, panting iiir behind, 
Pursue thee fleeter than the wind. 
Whether the dear delusion strays 
Tlirough fair Hopc-park*s inchantiqg mate, 
Or vrhere thy cruel phantom glides 
Along the swiltly running tides. 



,d by Google 



56 mttxrwnn. 

PART OF EPISTTLE XL 

OF THE FIRST BOOK OF itORACE. 

Whbk through tUe wofrid Fateled thfc ctostm'dmyr 
Tell me, my MhcbeU,in the broftd inrvey, 
What couDtiy pfeat^d thy roving iaiMSy most? 
Say, wast then smit with fiua'^simtty coast? 
Or wish'd thc^r rather weaiy to repose 
In some cool Tale where peaceful Amo flows? 
Or ID Ombrosa dream die -lonely hour, [bow*r -, 
Where higfa-arch'd hills the' Etrurian shades im- 
Where plenty ponra her golden gifts in vain, 
That dabions swell for Carlos or Lorrain? 
Or charm'd thee more the happy viny phiins, 
And lofty tow'rs, where migh^ Louis reigns? 
Say, is it true what travellers report 
Of glories shining in the Gallic court? 
Or, do they all, thougli e*er so pompons, yield 
To the thatch'd cottage in thy native field ? 

But bark, raethinks I hear thee anxious say 
That thou at Palestine would*st choose to stay. 
Yes, Palestine ; I know the place full well. 
Where holy dotards riot in each cell. 
The hapless peasant pines with want and sorrow. 
And all unpeopled as a royal borou^: 
Yet there for ever wonld thy fHend remain, "J 
Rather than change once more tlie frantic scene, > 
And distant hear the rollings of the main ; y 

Unenvied, calm, enjoy a peacefiil lot,. 
My fiiends remembering, nor by them forgot. 
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BOeOC I. BPMTLB YV^I. 

Dear Ranmy^ if I know thy soul arigbt,. 
Platn-dealiDg hotie»t/« thy dear delight: 
Not great, but candid bornj not. rich, but ^e; 
Tbinlu loBjgs raost.vmftched, and most happy m^ 
Thy tongue. untaagtit'to lie, thy knee to bend, 
I fear n» flatterer where I wish a iHend^ 
As the chaste matron's tender lo<(k and kind, 
Where sits the sonl to speak the- yearning mind, . 
FVom the false colooring'of the wanton shows 
The* ttnhaUow^il roftes and polluted snows, 
A glare of beauty^ nauseons to the«ight, . 
Gross bttt to feed desire, not raise delight : 
So difiers^fiiT) in value, use, and end. 
The praising fois ^■ocn the reproving friend. 
Such distuMe lies between, nay greater fiir, 
Who bears an honest heart or bears a stan 
A ianlt there is, bnt of another sort, 
That aims by nasdness to make its court ; 
By downright rudeness would attempt to please. 
And s^ks his firlendship on your Kps in grease : 
With him (for such were Sparta*^ rigid rules) 
All the polite are knaves; the cleanly, Ibolsj 
Good humoar for unpeftmence prevails ; 
So strangely lione6t,--^e11 not pair his nai]& 
Know^ virtuous Sir, if not^ndeed a slave, 
Yet, sordid as Ike fbhig, tho« art « knave; 
Virtae, its own and every ptain maifs gnid^ . 
Serenely walks^ witb Vice ea«vafy lidet. 
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Keeps its ovm conrBe, to its own poiot does bend. 

To follies deaf, that aJ] from either end. 

This simple maxim should a statesman doobt. 

Two characters shall make it plainly out: 

The first is his, (the opposite of proud) 

By far more hnmble than a Christian shoold, 

Pursnes, distastefbl of plain sober cheer. 

The* inhospitable dinner of a peer; 

Usurps, witliout the task of saying grace, 

The poor starv'd chaplain's perquisites and plae*; 

To vice gives virtue, to old age gives youth ; 

So well-bred he, — he never spoke one truth : 

With watchful eyes sits full against my lord, 

And catches, as it fiiUs, each heavy word ; 

That, echoed back, and sent from longs more able, 

Assumes new force, and bandies roimd the table. 

All stare : * Was ever thing so pretty spoke P 

You'd almost swear it was his Grace's joke. 

Yet such as these divide the great man's store, 

And flatter out the friendless and the poor. 

Nor less the fool our censure must engage. 
Whom every trifle rouses into rage. 
He arms for all, so fierce the wordy war, 
Labeo far less tenaceons at the bar ; 
Words heap'd on words so fiist together drive, 
like clustring bees that darken from the hive. 
He fights alas ! what mortal dares confiite him? 
With tongue, hand, eyes, and every inch about hhn? 
Deny me this ; ah ! rather than comply 
A thing so plain, — Pd sooner starve or die. 
But, pray, what all this mighty fiiry draws? 
Say, raves the patriot o'er expiring laws? 
Say, on the oppressor does his anger fidi ? 
Pleads he for the distress'd, like good Newhall? 
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Against corruption docs his Tengeance rise? 

The army? or the general excise ? 

On trifling themes like these our mdn is mute. 

As S , if fee-less you present your suit. 

More sacred ti-uths his zealous rage supply; 

What all acknowledge, or what all deny : 

If rogues in red are worse than rogues in lawn ; 

Or *•• be as great a dunce as ; 

Or if oar Hannibars fam'd Alpine road 

Be thirty foot, or five-and-thirty broad. 
The vicious man, though in tiie worst degree, 

His neighbour thinks more vicious still than he. 

Is there whom lawless love should bring to gallows? 

He cries, ' What vengeance waits on perjur'd fel- 
lows!' 
Ruchead, who pin'd amidst his boundless store, 
Could wonder why rich Selkirk wish'd for more : 
The youtbfid knight, who squanders all away. 
On whores, on equipage, on dress, and play ; 
The man who thirsts and hungers after gold ; 
The tricking tradesman, and the merchant bold, 
Wliom fear of poverty compels ^o fly 
Through seas, excisemen, rocks, oaths, perjury ; 
Start at each other's crimes with pious fright, 
Yet think themselves for ever in the right. 

But, above all, the rogue of wealth exclaims, 
And calls tlie poorer sinner filthy names ; 
Though his foul soul, discolour'd all within, 
Has deeper drank the tincture of each sui : 
Or else advises, as the mother sage 
Rebukes the hopes and toiment of her age, 
(And, faith, though insolent of wealth, in this 
MetUnks, good friend, be talks not much amiss) 
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« Yield, yield, O fool! to my Superior tiien^ 
Witlioat a sixpence thou, and sin wit& spMt f 
For me those high' adventures kept by fsite ; 
For crimes look graceful 'with a' large e^t€ t 
Then cease, vain madnfian, atid contend no siibre-; 
Heav'n meant thee virtuous when it made thee 
poor,* * ' 

But Climes like ihese^ to gold we caii fbrgive ; 
What boots it how theV die or how they li^> 
Then weep, my fHenrf,'w1ien wicked wealth y<w 
To change the species of the yirtodoimind. * [find. 
You've doubtless heard how ^was A statesmWs 
Whene'er he wbuld oblige, that is, betray, [way, 
Invited first the destined piiey to dine. 
Then whisper'd in liis ear, ^ You must be fine: 
Fine clothes, gay 'equipage, a splendid board 
Give youtb. a lusfa-e, and become a lord,; 
Why loifer the^nly in pateinai grounds; ' 
To neighbours owe thy ease, thy healtii to hounds? 
Go roam about in gilJed chariot hurl*d ; [World : 
Make fiiends of strangers, child, and lettirn the 
These kind instrubtors tfeach you best of aby. 
The wise Sir William, and the good Lord Fimny.* 
Guiltless he hears of penHionand of place, 
Then sinks in honour as he swetis in lace ; 
Each hardy virttfe yields, aiid, d«y by day, 
Melts in the sunshme of a court Way. ' 
At first (not every manly thought resigrfd)- 
He wonders why he ^ares not tell his mind ; 
Feels the last footsteps of retf ring'grace; 
And virtuous blushes lingering on his fiice: 
The artfhl tempter ^lies the st^vidb hour; * • 
And works the gudgeon now withih his'powY; 
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Then tips his fe11o\rStatesmati, ^ Heliassmhe * 
New modes Df tbinking^ in the Drawmg^room -, * 
See idle dreams of greathess strike hb «yes, 
See pensions, ribbons, tK^roneto imse.* 
The man, -whom ikhonr only tonld delight. 
Shall loiter all the day^ and fbast all* ni^t :' '- 
Who, nuld, did once the kindest nature boast> 
Unmov*d dndl tiot at the- orphan's cost; 
To pleasures tili>, thai health and ianie destroy^ 
Yield the doihe^'cfaann^ the social joyi 
See, charfn'dno more with MaroV( rmtd page,' 
He slumbers over iincan's free-bom rage. 
Each action in inrei^ed lights' is seen ; 
Meanness, flngahty ; and ftteedom, spleen ; 
How feolhh Cato ! C%sar how divine !< 
In spite of Tally, friend to Catiline/ 
Thus to each fliiridea long unknown. 
The shive of each man^' vices and his own^ 
Inroird a member' of the hiseling'tribe, - 
He tow'rs to villariy'* feet act, a bribe ;' 
And turns, to nudce his ruiifd fbrtttnes cleai> ' 
Or gamester, huHy, jobber, pimp, or peer; 
Till, late refVacted through a purer air, - 
The beams of royal favour fall elsewhere : 
lio, vile, obscure; he ends his bustliiig day, 
All stain'd the lustre of .his* orient tay ; - 
And envies, poor, nnpitied, scom'd by ail, ' 
Marchmont the glories of a generous falL 
Such sad examples can this land afibrd? 
Why tis^ the fristoiy of many a Lord ! 

But you, perhaj^, think'xidd whatever I say-; 
Yet drink with such originals each day. - 
Then censure "we no more, too daring friend^ 
Whom Scandalnm Maghatum may ofiend« 
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How poor a figure should a poet make, 

Ta'en into custody for scribbliug's sake? 

Ah, how (you know the muses never pay) 

With all his verses earn five pounds a day ? 

Leave we to Pope each knave of high degree. 

Sing we such rules as suit or you or me. 

Then, first, into no other's secrets pry ; 

To such be deaf your ear, be blind your eye: 

Of these, uoask'd, why should you claim a share? 

But keep these saife intrusted to your care : 

For this, beware tlie cunning low design. 

That takes advantage of your rage or wine ; 

For rage no pause of cooler thought aflfords, 

Is rash, intemperate, headlong in its words. 

Lock ^t your lips ; then guard whatever you say. 

Lest in the fit of passion yon betray j 

And dread the wretch, who boasts the fatal pow'r 

To cheat in friendship's unsuspecting hour I 

There is a certain pleasing force, that binds 
Faster than chains do slaves, two willing minds. 
Tempers opposed each may itself controul, 
And melt two varying natures in one soul. 
This made two brothers' different humours hit. 
Though one had probity, and one had wit : 
Of sober manners this and plain good sense, 
Avoided cards, wine, compai^, expence ; 
Safe from the tempting fatal sex withdrew, 
Nor made advances further than a bow. 
A different tram of life his twin pursues ; [stews, 
Lov'd pictures, books, (nay authors write) the 
A mistress, opera, play, each darling theme ; 
To scribble, above all, his joy supreme. 
Must these two brothers always meet to scold, 
Or quarrel, like to Jove's fam'd twins of old? 
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Each yielding, matual, could each otlier please. 
And drew Ufe's yoke with tolerable ease: 
This thinking mirth not always in the wrong. 
Would sometimes condescend to hear a song ; 
And that, fatigued with his exalted fits, 
His beauties, gewgaws, whirligigs, and wits, 
Would leave tliera all, far happier to regale 
With prose and friendship o'er a pot of ale. 
Then to thy fiiend's opinion sometimes yield. 
And seem to lose, although thou gain'st the field ; 
Nor, proud that thy superior sense be shown, 
Rail at his studies, and extol your own. 

For when Aurora weeps the balmy dew, 
(And dreams, as reverend dreamers tell, are true) 
»Sir Greorge my shoulder slaps, just in the time 
When some rebellious word consents to rhyme : 
Sadden ray verses take the rude alarm, 
New-coin'd, and from the mmt of fancy warm ; 
I start, I stare, 1 question with my eyes : — 
At once the whole poetic vision flies. 
' Up, up,' exclaims the Knight ; * the season &ir; 
See how serene the sky, how calm the air; 
Hark! from the hills the cheerful horns rebound, 
And Echo propagates the jovial sound ; 
The certain hound in thought his prey pursues. 
The scent lies warm, and loads the tainted dews.' 
I quit my couch, and cheerfully obey. 
Content to let the younker have his way ; 
I mount my courser, fleeter tiian the wind, 
And leave the rage of poetry behind : 
But when, the day in healthful labour lost, 
We eat our supper eam'd at common cost ; [troul. 
When each frank tongue speaks out without con* 
And the free heart expatiates o*er the bowl^ 
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ThoDgb an kive prose, mypoetry tidcb gnMse^ 
Andy pleas'd, I chant the glerien of the chaie; 

Of old/ when Seotia^ sons for empire -foa^ht^ * 
Ere avarice had debasMeach gefieroiis thovgbt^ • 
Ere yet, eaeh imaiUervxereise forgot^ 
One half had leam'd to dose,' onie half *to Tote^ 
Each hardy toil confirmed their dawniaf 4ige> 
And mimic sigfatt inspir'd to' martial' ragr^ 
*Twa8 thcfiis with certain speed thife dart to send» 
With yoathiilt force the stobbomyewto bend) • 
Overcame wttfa early ainn'thtt ficAtoest -floMl^ 
Or rang'd 'midst d^Uin^-snoWB tta«p)ltiileflB%oodi; 
Toil'd foT tiie saiFage' boar on which *they ftd>: 
'TwaS thus the chief of BamiockltoiirwaB4>i«d': ' 
That gave (not ^tish'd then btaowmanldnd)' 
Strength to the limbs, and v%iMir to the miBd, 
The smiling daine, in those victorioM days, 
Was woo*d by valouh, not^sednc'd by praise; 
Who ne'er did'fea#s, but fbr her comtry, feel, 
And never saw her lover, but in steel; 
Could mak« a Douglas' stubborn bosom, yield, 
And send her hero raging to the^ field} 
lleaird kmd th6 hoo^sf^waniof^ dn^4on^n-d voir, 
Pleas'd with- a genuine heart, 'as H*** is itowi* 
How would tb« generoUs' las» d«te«t to see 
An essenc'd filling polH)^ o*er his lea; 
Ah how, discatstefhl of thi! mhnie Shuw, 
Disdain the fiUse appeatfantec, as i fbfel 
To greet, unfblding every social -elMrlOf 
Her soldier from the Md of glory wanHk 

Bot now^ alas ! these geuisrouv sinb aire o%r ; 
E^ fbe lAsuitB, and Britain Ughls no tamn. 
Yet humbter tasU may cUkltti tiK« |lilt»iot% ftMy 
^Vho aids her laws no raoiv, may m«fl4liKr aafl. 
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Since to b« Jbofipgr.VMUi fQVSt ne'ec be ftiU, 
The inteniftl void i<^|ieiicefiil la)>outs.fiU ; 
When kind amiisefli^to l^ara of jgi^ie emi^oy, 
Tlie .W9r4ufis;»iiiil wi^des to cobei* joy : 
Behold, m to «tilWimialh9.noof9 sfw^d, 
The wheateftfftt-liMfi.wii^lK^ tbQ.bttferd.b^d ; 
Whei» at«g^am>i)!ni;vep did k^ dull hU^ appear, 
Kich ha6««st».>w»ve^th^ bounty qC tbe year; 
In barren heatba^ ^di^A Summer neyer smil'd, 
The rural city, risea^e'er the wild ; 
Along tbe cooLxamal, or shooting grove. 
Disport. the aoos of 4nirth and gamesome love. 

It now rcimains I counsel, if indeed 
My'«oinis«i, friend^ can stand thee ought in staad. 
Judge well of whom yon speak} nor will you j(uid 
It ahn^ safe to teH.eacb man your mind. 
Ev'n honesty regard to safely owes ; 
Novneed it publish aU.it thinka and knows. 
The^ eternal.queaf net. shun : a certain rule, 
There is no blab like tp^ the quest'nrag fool ; 
Ev'n aearae befiwe you turn yourself about. 
Whatever he heaia Mia leaky tongue runs out ; 
The wonielaac'd no longer we contronl, 
Once sally'd JEorth, it bursts from pole to pole. 

Guard 'weil your heart, ahl. still be beauty-proof 
Beneath iair&iendship'a .venerable- roof, 
What though she abinea the bogbtest of the fair, 
A focm ev£n.such as Wallace self might wear! 
What though no. rocks nor marble arm- her breast, 
A yielding Helen to her Trojan guest, 
Thedangerous combat fly : why wonldst thou gain 
A sham^ul conquest won by years of pain? 
For know, theshort-liv'd guilty rapture past. 
Reflection comes, a dreadful judge, at bist : 
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Tifl that avengeA (such its pointed stings) 

The poor man's cause, on statesmen and on kings. 

To praise aright, is sure no easy art ; 
Yet prudence here directs the wise man's part. 
Let long experience then confirm the friend, 
Dive to his depth of soul, ere yon commend. 
Should you extol the fool but slightly known. 
Guiltless you blush for follies not your own. 
Alasv! we err : for villains can betray, 
And gold corrupt the saint of yesteitlay. 
Then yield, convicted by the public voice, 
And frankly own the weakness of your choice ; 
So greater credit shall your judgment gain, 
l¥!vm yon defend die worth that knaves arraign ; 
Whose soul secure, confiding in your aid, 
Hopes the kind shelter of your friendly shade ; 
When envy on his spotless naine shall fiili 
Whose venom'd tooth corrupts and blackens all; 
This mut^ial help the kindred vutues claim ; 
For calumny eats on from fiime to fame. 
When o'er Uiy neighbour's roof the flames aspire. 
Say, claims it not thy care to quench the fire? 
When euvy rages, small the space betwixt, 
In worth ally'd, thy character is next. 

Fir*d at the firstwith what the great impart, 
Frank we give way, and yield up all the heart. 
How sweet the converse of the potent friend! 
How charming when the mighty condescend! 
The smile so afiable, the courtly word ! — 
And, as we would a mistress, trust a lord. 
The' experienc'd dread the cheat; with prudent 
Distnist alike the powerful and the fwr, [care 
Thou, when thy vessel ilies before the wind, 
Tlaok on the peaceful port thou left behind j 
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Tboagh all serene, yet bear an humble sail, 
Lest veering greatness shift the treacherous gale. 
How various, man ! yet such are Nature's laws. 
With powerful force each different humour draws : 
The grave the cheerful liate; these hate the sad; 
Your sober wiseman thinks the wit quite mad ; 
He, happy too in wit's inverted rule, 
Thinks every sober wiseman more tiian fool ; 
Wliose active mind from toil to toil can run, 
And join the rising to the setting sun, 
like Philip's son for fame, pursuing gains 
While yet one penny unsubdued remains ; 
Admures how lovers waste the' inactive day. 
Sigh, midst the fair, their gentle souls away. 
The timeful bard, who boasts his varied strains, 
Shares with the lark the glory of the plams. 
Whose life the' impression of no sorrow knows, 
So smoothly calm, he scarcely feels it flows. 
In vocal woods each fond conceit pursues, 
Pleas'd with the gingling bauble of a muse. 
Pities the toiling madman's airy scheme. 
When greatness sickens o'er the' ambitious dream ; 
£ach boon companion, who the night prolongs 
Id Doise and rapture, festivals and songs. 
Condemns the graver mortal for an ass. 
Who dares refiise his bumper and hii; lass ; 
Still nrging on, what boots it that you swear 
You dread the vapours and nocturnal air ; 
Yet grant a little to the social vine, 
Full on the friend with cloudless visage shme, 
Oft sullen silence speaks a want of sense. 
Or folly lurks beneath the wise pretence. 
Is there severe, who balks the genial hour? 
He's not so sober, were he not so sour. 
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But above all, I charge thee Q*er ancLo'er, 
Fair Peace threpgh all lief.s^feret hauoU: Explore ; 
ConsnK t^ learo;d mjifeyj(tfcie8e.be9t adyiie) 
The good apt thii,.pore.)u]^wuig|ban thc^wise} 
Their MG|«d itdeoce Icaii^ endfH^ the art 
To g^^'thff:iMllie»4»/'.tbei' inipeliioasjiieart; 
With temper d^ie the' iat^s^f^ioe toj^eep^ 
Not soaring iippndeBt^ jaorfeirUe creep ^ 
How 8|ire •(hyaelf,^ thy friends, l^y G^ to pleaM, 
Firm health wttiiout, .witbio anshaken pe^ce i 
Lest keeo'idesirey 8tiJJLaiakiiig,iie^ dcyT'^*"^^^ 
Should raise ^ew/oes ^mvnuaber'd oa thy hands : 
Or hope» or ftar inspire the' nnpianly grow. 
For things 9C'Utt]A^.uae».peri}j|ps of none : 
Who best di»pBreha|e^irtae> righteous dow'r^ 
The sagO' with wisdom^ or. the Vfsig with pow*r : 
Or if the ipighty blessing stands confined. 
To tlie.ehaste nature and the heav*n-taught mind: 
And chief the? important lesson wise attend, • 
What n^akea thee to thyself tbyselfs best fiiend; 
If gold a PVS6 tranquUUty bestows^ 
Or greatness can insure a.|iight's repose ; 
Or most we- seek it in the secret road 
That leads through virtue to the peaceful God; 
A shaded wal^»,whecc|,,9eKMU>te firon^.thejt^rong^ 
We steal through life all.unpecceiy'd along. 

For roe, afraid of life's tempestuous gale, 
I make to port, and crowd on all ipy b&H, 
Soon may the peacefol grove and sheltered seat 
Receive me weary in the kind retreat ; 
Blest if my ***• be the destm'd shade, ■* 

Where childhood sported, of no ills afhud, ( 

Ere yoi|th full grown its daring wing dispky d.. > 
That often prost by life's intestine war, 
Foresaw that day of triumph from afar. 
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Vben vlwfiiig ytmiom BuogUng in the fhiy> . 
Had drawn tbQ yonthfal wanderer from hU way: 
But recollecting tbe 8horteiror,.nio|ira'dt 
And dnteona to the waming voice retnra'd*. 
No move the passiona borr^ng into strife, 
My aonl enjoys the gentler calma of life. 
Like TityruS) blew'd among the roral ahadei^ 
Who0e hallow'd round no gnilty wish invades ; 
No joy tuwdtiiMi^^ nodeiMreuingcare ; 
All that I want is Amaryllis these; 
Where silver Forth <each ^meander leads 
Throni^ breathing. hanrest8;and emiNiirpled meads; 
Whose msset swams enjoy tiie golden .dream» 
Awl thankfiil Mess the plenty-giving stream. 
Tliere yontb>convmc*d, foregoes each daring chum. 
And settling manhood takes a sarer aim; 
Tillage accomplish late the ikir design, 
And calm possess the good, if age be mine. 
What think'H.thou, tlwn» my. fiiend, shall be ^y. 
My daily studies, and my nightly prayen f [oaiesy 
Of the prepitioos Pow'r this boon X cnv% 
Still to preserve the little that I have ; 
Nor yet repagmmoe at the lot express, 
Shookl Fate decree that little to be lem. 
That what remains of life to Heav'n I live, 
If life indeed has any time to give : 
Or if the fiigitive will no longer stay, • 
To part as friends shonld do, and slip away: 
Thuikfid to Heav'n, or for the good sopply'd. 
To Heav'n sabroissive for the good deny'd. 
Renounce the honshold charm, a bliss divine! 
Heav*n never meant for me, and I resign : 
Tn other joys the' allotted hours improve. 
And gain in friendship what vras lost in love : 
VOL. i(. r 
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Some comfort siiatch*d, as each vaio year retuni^d, 
Vn^ea Datnre soffer'cl, or when fiiendship monni'dy 
Of all that stock so fatally bereft, 
Once yoiith*s proud boast, alas ! the little left ; 
These friends, in youth belov'd, in manhood tried, 
A|^ must not change through avarice or pride : 
For me let Wisdom's sacred fountain flow. 
The cordial draught that sweetens every woe ; 
Let fortune kind, the Just Ewntgh provide, 
Nor dubious float on Hope's uncertain tide ; 
Add thoughts composed, aflections ever even.-^. 
Tlins far suffices to have ask'd of Heaven, 
Who m the dispensations of a day, [away ; 

Grants life, grants death ; now gives, now takes 
To scaffolds oft the ribbon'd spoiler brings ; [kings ; 
Takes power from statesmen, and their tlirones from 

From the unthankful heart the bliss decreed 

But leaves the man of worth still bless'd indeed: 
Be life Heavea's gift, be mine the care to And 
Still «qnal to itself the balanced mind ; 
Fame, beauty, wealth forgot, each human toy. 
With thonghtfol quiet pleas'd, and virtuous joy ; 
(n these, and these alone, supremely blest, 
When fools and madmen scramble for the rest. 
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PINDAR'S OLYMfPIA. 

ODE I. 

yfAwm^pw^pnadfle wtieace mtara spriogs, 
The prime of fdemeiitg, aiicl fint of things. 
Amidst prond riehes' saoMnfl^iniiig store. 
As throiigb the night th^ iiiiy blase 
PoiiM lUl ^romid the siareftomg rnys* 
Ci a api riMWis «Im» the gfiidea oar. 
Bat if thee, O my soul, n loud desire 
Tofsing the contests' of the great, 
Calls lortiiito! awake the' etherealfire. 
WUat Ail^ect wiorthier of the lyre, 
Olyn^'s gMes to rektte ! 

Full in tbe lofelKadof the sky, 
The^nn^the «v«rid*itf hri^t radiant eye, 
S^es o'er e»eh lesser ^ame ; 
On eortb what theme ^offices more 
To make the Muses* offipring soar, 
TMmtiie' Olympian Victor's &me ? 
But from the swelling eohmm^^bere on high 
It peace6il>h«ngs,.take down tiie done lyre. 
If with sweet^ve of sacred melody 
like steeds of Biero thy iMWst inspire. 
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When born along the flowery side^ 
Where smooth AJpheus* waters gtide,^ 
Their voluntary yirtue flies. 
Nor needs the drivers roozing cries, 
Bat rapid seize the dusty space, 
To reap the honours of the race. 
The merit of their speed ; 
And bind with laurel wreath the manly browa 
Of him the mighty King of Syracuse, 
Delighting in the victor steed. 
Fu* sounds his glory through the winding coast 

Of Lydia, where his wandering host 
From Elis, Pelops led to new abodes ; 

There prospered in his kite fomid reign, 
Lov'd by the ruler of the main ; 
Vdien at the banquet of the Goda, 
In the pure laver of the Fates again, 

Ciotho, the youth to life renew'd. 
With potent charm and mystic stndn. 
When by his cruel iather slain. 
With ivory shoulder bright endow'd. 
Oft tables with a fond surprizey 
When shaded o'er with fiiir diflgnise, 

The wandering mind detaun ; 
Deluded by the kind deceit, 
We joy more in the skilful cheat^- 
Than in truth's iaitlifnl strain. 
But chief to verse these wonderous powers belongs 

Such grace has Heaven bestow'd on song; 
Blest Parent ! from whose loins imrnortal joys, 
To mitigate our pain below, 
Softening the anguish of our woe. 
Are sprung, the chil<lren of its voice : 
Song can o*et unbelief itielf prevail ; 
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The virtue of its magic art, 
Can make the most amanng tale 
With shafts of eloquence assail, 
Victorious, the yielding heart : 

Bat Time on never-ceasing wings 
Experienced wisdom slowly brings, 

And teaches mortal race 
Not to blaspheme the Holy One, 
That deathless fills the heavenly throne. 
Inhabiting eternal space. 
Therefore, O son of Tantalus ! will I 

In other guise thy wond'rous tale unfold, 
And jiister to the Rulers of the sky. 

With lips more hallow'd than the bards of old. 
- For when thy Sire the Gods above, 
To share the kind return of love, 
Invited from their native bow'rs. 
To his own lov'd Sipyiian tow'rs, 
. The trident pow'r, by fierce desire 
Subdued, on golden steeds of fire. 
Thee bore aloft to Jove on hij^h ; 
Where since young Ganymede, sweet Phrygian boy, 
Succeeded to the ministry of joy. 

And nectar banquet of tlie sky. 
But when no more on earth thy form was seen, 

Conspicuous in the walks of men. 
Nor yet to soothe thy mother's longing sight, 
Thy searching train sent to explore 
Thy lurking-place, could thee restore. 
The weeping fair's supreme delight : 
Then Envy's forked tongue began to' infest 
And wound thy Sirens untainted fame. 
That he to each ethereal guest 
Had serv'd thee op a horrid feast, 
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Sobdned by force of aJl-devoBniiig flame ; 

Bat, the blest Powers ofHeav'nto'accase, 
Far be it from the holy Muse, 

Of fliich a feast impure ; 
Veogeaaee protracted for a time, 
. StUl overtakes-4he slanderer's Grime, 
At Heaven*8 slow appointed hoar. 
Yet certain, if the Pow'r who wide aonreys. 
From his watdi-tow'r, the earth and^seas^ 
E'er dignify'd the perishable race ; 
Him, Tantalus they raised on lugfa, 
lifan, the chief fiiyoorite of the sky, 
Exalted to siiblimest grace. 
Botfais proud heart wal Kfted up and vmo, 
Swell'd with liis envy'd happiness, 
Weak and frail his mortal brain. 
The lot superior to sostain ; 
He fell degraded from his bliss. 

• For on his head the' Almighty Sire, 
Potent in his kindled ire, 
Hang a rock's monstroas weight : 
Too feeble to remove the load, 
Fix'd by the sanction of the God, 
. He wander'd erring from delight. 
T^ wajtchfal synod of the skies decreed 

His wasted heart a prey to endless woes, 
Condcinli'd a weary pilgr^nage to lead, 
On earth -secure, a. stranger to repose. 
Because, by mad ambition dnv'n. 
He robb'cl the sacred stores of Heav'n : 
The' ambrosial vintage <^ the skies 
Became the daring spoiler's prize, 
And brought to sons of moi'Ud earth 
Tbe^iMnquet of celestial birUi, 
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Wiih ett<Ues» blesringSf firsn^t, 
And to his.iiiipioii8t<eY*ler» poor'd tiie wine, 
Whose precioBS Bweeta make blest the Pow'ri 
.divine, 

'CHft of the rich-imteortal draught. 
Foolish "tiie man who hopes- his crihies imiy lie 

Unseen by the Supreme aU-piercing eye; 
He, high- evthnMifd aJiove. all Heaveifs height. 
The works of men with broad Surrey, 
As in the Uaadng flame of day, 
Beholds the secret deeds of night. 
Therefore his sof the^ immoftals/badL again. 
Sent to these dcatlw^bBOxioos abodes, 
To tnte Us'fihare of human pain, 
BxU^dfrom the eelesdal reign, 
■ AaA sweet eommunion of the gods. 
ButiWfaen the fleecy down* began 
To clothe his cfaio, attd. promise man ; 

The shafts of yonng desire, 
And love of the &ir fimale kuKl, 
Inflaal'd tfafe yDBthfnl hero's mind, 
And> set lus: amorous soul on; fire. 
WoD'hy'^airiHippodamia's lovely eyes. 

The Pisan^tyrant's bloomiog prise. 
High in hisJiopes hefparpos'd to obtain; 
O'ercome hersavage sire in arms, 
The price of her celestial eharms ; 
For this the Ruler of the main 
Invoking in the* dreaiy solitude, 
And secret season of the night ; 
' Oft, oatbe margin of the flood 
Alone, the. raging lofver£tood, 
Till toiBS'langt^esirmg sight, 
' From below th6 soimding deeps, 
His scaly herds where Froteus> keieps, 
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. Tbe &Yoiirite yontii to please, 
Dividing swift the hoaiy «tieam, 
. Reliilgent on hia golden team, [seas. 

Appeared the trident-sceptred King of 
To whom the yonth : < If e*er with fond delight, 

The gifts of Venns could thy sonl mspue, 
Restrain fell CEnemaos' spear in fi^t ; 
And me, who dare adventurons to aspire, 
Me grant, propitious, to succeed. 
Enduing with unrivaled speed 
The flymg car, decreed to gain 
The laurel wreath, on £&' plain. 
Victorious o'er the father's pow'r ^ 
Who dire, so many hapless lovers slain. 
Does still a maid the wond*rons fair detain, 

ProtractiTe of the sweet connubial hoar. 
Danger demands a soul secure of dread. 

Equal to the daring deed ! 
Smce then, the' immutable decrees of Fate, 
Have fix'd, by their vicegerent Death, 
The limits of each mortal breath, 
Doom'd to the nm, or soon or late : 
What mind resolv'd and brave would sleep away 
His life, when glory warms the blood, 
Only to' enjoy some doll delay, 
Inactive to his dyuig day. 
Not aiming at the smallest good? 
But the blooming maid mspires 
My breast to far sublimer fires, 
To raise my glory to the skies ; 
Gracious O 1 fiivonring Pow'r, give ear, 
Indulgent to my vow sincere, 
Prosp'ring the mighty enterprise.* 
ISo pray'd .the boy: nor fell his words in vain, 
Unheeded by the Ruler of the main ; 
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A golden car, earth's shaking Pow'r bestowed, 
And to tiie glittering axle join'd 
Unrivatt'd steeds, fleet as the wind ; 
Olad of the present of the god, 
The ardent youth demands the promis'd fight ; 
In dost the hanghty parent laid, 
Neptune iiilfils the youth's delight. 
And wings his chariot's rapid flight. 
To win the sweet cele^ai maid. 

She with six sons, a fliir increase,^ 
Crown'd the Hero's warm embrace, 
. Whom virtue's love inspir'd ; 
Upright to walk in virtue's ways, 
liie surest path to noblest praise, 

The noblest praise the youth acquired. 
Now by.Alpheus' stream, meandering £ur, 

Whose humid tram wide spreads the Pisan plains, 
A sepulchre, sublimely rear'd m air. 
All, of the mighty man that was, contains* 
There flrequent in the holy shade. 
The vows of stranger-chiefe are paid, 
And on the sacred altar lies 
The victim, smoking to the skies. 
When heroes, at the solemn shrine, 
bivoke the pow'rs with rites divme, 
From every distant soil, 
And drive about the consecrated mound 
The soraiding car, or on the tisted ground 

Urge the fleet racers, or the wrestlers toil. 
Happy the man whom favouring Fate allows 
The wreaths of Pisa to surround his brows ; 
All wedded to delight, his after-days 
In calm and even tenor run. 
The noble dow'r of conquest won. 
Such conscious pleasure flows from praise* 
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TUee^ Mvse, grart Hieio's ttrttte to^pntaffr 
It fits, and to resooodliU name : 
EauJtng o'er the wlggr tbroagy 
In thy sweet fiohuiflOQg, 
• ffiftgiolnid oiOfymfmB fiuae. 

Nor shiat thou, O! my Mine, e'er find 
A. more suhihne tir wetthtermimly 

To better forttnee. bom: 
On whom fthe- gimio es hweof God^ 
Tberegal pow^r heslund bestow'd, 
AdMl nits of simyyithat pofwer to adorn. 
Stin may thy God, pe^t^king ! employ 
His sacred ministry of joy^ 
Sottdtona iritb tntckiiy care, 
' Tofnafd.fiwm the attadcfrnf Fate 
Thy blesaings lasting ns they're threat, 
The pienA Poet's constant pray'r. 
Then to the mighty boonty of the sky, 
The Mnse shall' add a sweeter lay, 
With wfng snblinte when she shall fly, 
Where Cronitt& rears his clMBb on high, 
Smote with the baniing> shafts of day; 
If tfae.Mnses' tjniver'd Ood 
Pave. for. song the even road, 
With sadred capnre warm, 
A further^fiight aloft: in air 
Elinc'd, shall wing my tonefol spear, 
' More vigorous-firom -the Mose^ arm] 
To .many heights the dating elhnber springs. 

Ere he the faightest top of pow'rshaH gun ; 
Chief seated there tfaemajesty^of Kings ; 
The rest at diffsrent steps Hbelow remmn: 
Exalted to that wondrons, height, 
To' extend the prospect of delist, 
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May*8t thoa, O Hiero ! live content, 

On the top of all ascent: 

To thee, by bonnteoos Fates, be;giv'n 

To' uihabit still thy lofty heav'n : 
To me, in arts of peace, 
8till to convene with the Ait victor hott,- 
For graceful song, an honourable boast. 

Conspicuous through the reabns. of Greece. 
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PINDAIVS OLYMPIA. 

ODE II. 

O SOVEREIGN hymns! that poweifnl reign 
In the harp, your sweet domain. 
Whom will ye choose to raise ; 
What god shall now the verse resonnd ; 
What chief, for godlike deed renown'd. 

Exalt to lof^est praise ? 
Pisa is Jove*s : Jove's conquering son 

First the Olympic race ordain'd : 
The first fair fruits of glory won 
The haughty tyrant's rage restrained. 
He first the wondrous game bestowed 
When breathing from Augean toils, 
He consecrates the dreadful spoils, 
An ofiering to his Fatlier-god. 
Theron, his virtues to approve. 
And imitate the seed of Jove, 

The' Olympic laurel claims. 
Whose swift-wheerd car has borne away 
The rapid honours of the day, 

Foremost among the victor-names. 
Tlierefore for Theron praise awaits. 

For him the lyre awakes the strain. 
The stranger welcomed at his gates 
With hospitable love humane. 
Fix'd on the councils of his breast, 
As on the column's lofty height 
Remains secure the building's weight, 
The structure of his realm may ttsU 
Of a fair stem, himself a fairer flow'r, 
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Who soon transplanted from their native sofl, 
Wander'd many climates o*er, 
Till after long and various toil, 
On the iair river's destined bank they found 

Their sacred seat, and heav'n-chose ground : 
Where stood delightful to the eye 
The fruitful, beauteous Sicily, 
And could a numerous issue boast, [coast. 
That spread theur lustre round, and flourished o'er the 
The following years all took their silver flight, 
With pleasure wing'd and soft delight. 
And every year that flew in peace. 

Brought to their native virtues, store 
Of wealth and pow^r, a new increase, [more. 
Fate still continued the sum, and bounteous added 
But son of Ithe' and Saturn old. 
Who dost thy sacred throne uphold 

On high Olympus' hill ; 
Whose rule the* Olympic race obeys. 
Who guid'st Alpheiis' winding maze. 
In hymns delighting still ; ^ 
Grant, gracious to the godlike race. 

Their children's children to sustain, 
Peacefiil through Time's ne'er-ending space, 

The sceptre and paternal reign. 
For Time, the aged sire of all. 
The deed impatient of delay. 
Which the swift hour has wing'd away. 

Just or unjust, can ne'er recall. 
But when calmer days succeed, 
Of fiur event, and lovely deed, 

Our lot serene at last -, 
The memory of darker hours, 
When Heav'n severe and angry lours, 
Forgotten lies and past. 

t zed by Google 



§4. TIUNSMTtOlIt'- 

Thqt oM^ flndieaieiit of imtrcwnu 

When Jove regardi onr advene ftte^ 
And sends his chosen bksvags doiiRi^ 
To cheer bdow our suirtol stele: 
Then former evilS) odioqs broody 
Before the hea^v^bom Uessitigs fiy. 
Or trodden down salge^ked Jie» . 
Soon vanqoiah'd by^thevietorffood. 
With thy fiar daoghteiB, Cadnwl beat agree* 
'Pie Mvse'awiog ; wbo> aftermaagr wf^ety '. . 
At last on goldea-thiQiiea i>f ease . 
£njoy an Qiidiatiirb'4 repMf • 
No more they think of Gadnuui inmnnfi^Awaui ! 
Socceedingjoyft dispel his/ennerpaiik.. 
And .Semele» of roi^ hae» i 
Whom the embradng Th«i|der«f il«r,. 
Exalted now to Heav'n'a d)ed«s 
Herself a goddess blithe^ dweU»]«i:itiiiiimiortel gods. 
Bathed in the' ambrosial odoars of the lky> . . 
Her long dishevei'd tresses fly : . 
Her, Mmerva. still approves >) 
She is her prime and darling joyr: . . 
Her, heav'n'a Lord suprQi9el]r.lovM i 
As does his roqr son, the tvy^croWned boy» 
Thou Jno too ! in pearly.' ceUs^ . 
Where Nerens* ^ea^sreen chiighteff :dvnetti| 

Eqjoy'st a lot <fivine : 
No more of suffering mortal stiiii% 
An azure goddess of the main, 

Eternal rest is. thine. 
Lost in a maze, blind feeble man 

Knows not the hour he sate foiaees, 
Nor with the eyes of natoie can 

Pierce through the hidden deep decnSNI^ 
Nor sees he if hia radiant day. 
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That in meridian spletador glows. 
Shall gild his evening's quiet close, 
Soft smiling with a farewel ray. 
As when the ocean's refiu^it tides, 
Within his hollow womb subsides. 
Is heard to soimd no more y 
Till rousing all its rage again, 
Flood roird on flood it pours amain. 

And sweeps the sandy shore : 
So Fortune, mighty Queen of hfe, 

Works up proud man, her destm'd slave. 
Of good and ill the stormy strife. 
The sport of her alternate wave ; 
Now mounted to the height of bliss, 
He seems to mingle with the sky ; 
Now looking down with giddy eye, 
Sees the retreating waterii fly, 

And trembles at the deep abyss. 
As, by experience led, the searching mind 
Revolves the records of still-clumging fete. 
Such dire reverses shall he find 

Oft mark the fortunes of the great ! 
Now bounteous Gods, with blessings all divine, 
Exalt on high the sceptred line, 
Now the bright scene of laurel'd years, 
At once quick-shifting, disappears: 
And in their radiant room succeeds 
A dismal train of ills, and tyrannous misdeeds. 
Since the curst hour the fateful son 
Plung'd in the guilt he sought to shun. 
And saw beneath his hasty rage 

The hoary King, Heaven's victim, bleed ; 
Deaf to a Other's pleading age. 
His erring hands fulfiU'd, what guilty Fate decreed. 

VOL. II. o 

Digitized by Google 



Erynnid, dreadfiilFniy! saw 
The breach of Nature's holiest law. 
She monsts her hooked car ; 
Through Phocis* death-deyoted groaiMf 
She fle^, and gave the nationt ronnd 

To tlie wide Waste of war : 
By matnal hands the brothers died, 

Ftirious on matnal wounds they run 5 
Sons, fathers, swell the sanguine tide j 

Fate drove the purple deluge on. 
Thus perished all the fated brood, 
Thus Eris wrought her dreadful will ; 
When sated vengeanee had its fiU, 
Thetsander clos'd the scene of Wood. 
He, sprung firom beauteous Argea, riionr 
The glory of Adrastrus' throne^ 

When fierce no youthful fire. 
He ra^d around the Hieban lvaU> 
And saw the sevenfold city faB 
A victim to his sure : 
From him, as from a second roof. 

Wide spreading to the lofty skiesf, 
The sons of martial glor^' shoot. 

And clustering chiefs gn chie^ arisen. 
There in the topmost boughs display'd, 
Great Theron sits with lustre crown'dy 
And verdant honours bloom around. 
While nations rest beneath his shade. 
AxvBtke the lyre ! Thcron demands the lays ; 
Yet all too low ! Call forth a noWer stralnl 

Decent fa ev'n the* excess of praise : 
"Vtr Theron strike the sounding lyre again. 
Olympia's flowering wreath he singly wear» ; 
Tlicf Isthmian palm his brother shares. 
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Delphi resouads the kindred nane, 
The yontlis contend alike for fiune, 
Faat rivals in tiie glorions chase, [space^ 

When twelve timesdartittgnmnd,they flewthe giddy 
Thrice blest! for whom the Graces twine 
Fame's brighteat plume, the wreath divine: 
Lost to remembrance, former woes 
No more reflection's sting employ ; 
With triumph all the bosom glows, 
Ponr*d throogh the' expandmg heart, the' nnpetuoas 
Riches, that singly are possest, [tide of joy* 
Vain pomp of Ufe! a specious waste, 

But feed Imnirious pride : 
Yet when with sacred virtues cro^hi'd. 
Wealth deals its liberal treasures round, 
'Tisnobly dignified. 
To modest worth, to hononr*s bands, ' 

With consdotis warmth he Urge imparts > 
And in his presence smiling stands 
Fair Science, and her himdmaid. Arts : 
As in the pure serene of night, 
Thron'd in its sphere, a l^nteons star 
Sheds its blest influence ftt>m afar, 
At once beneficent and bright* 
Bnt hear ye wealthy, hear ye great, 
I smg the fixVl decrees of Fate, 

What after death remahis, 
Prepared for the unfeeling kind 
Of cruel unrelenting mind, 

A doom of endless pains ! 
The crimes that stam'd this livhtg llgbf^ 

Beneath the holy eye of Jove, 
Meet in the regions drear of night, 
The vengeance but delayed above* 
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There the pale snuier drear aghast. 
Impartial, rq^hteoos, and seva«, 
Unaw'd by pow'r, nnmov'd by pray*r, 
Eternal justice dooms at last 
Far otherwise, the souls whom virtue guides 
Eojoy a calm repose of sacred rest, 
Nor light nor shade their time divides, 
VTith one eternal snnshme blest. 
Emancipated from the cares of life, 

No more they urge the mortal strife ; 
No more, vrith still*revolving toil, 
They vex a hard ungrateful soil ; 
Nor plough the surges of the main, 
Exchanging holy quiet for false deceitful gain. 
But to these sacred seats preferr'd, 
With gods they live, as gods revered. 
And tears are wip'd from every eye ; 
While banish'd from the happy reign. 
The guilty souls in darkness lie, 
And weary out the frightful ministers of pain. 
So Heav'n decrees : the good and just. 
Who, true to life's important trust. 
Have well sustained the field ; 
Whose souls undaunted, undismayed. 
Nor flattering pleasure could persuade, 

Nor passions taught to yield ; 
Tliese through the mortal changes past. 

Still listening to the heav'uJy lore, 
Find this sublime reward at last. 
The trial of obedience o'er. 
Then bursting from the bonds of clay, 
Triamphant tread the heav'n-pav*d road 
That leads to Saturn's high abode, 
And Jove himself directs the way. 
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There, where the blest reside at ease, 
Bland zephyrs breathe the sea-borne breeze 

O'er all the happy isle : 
Unnumbered sweets the air perfume^ 
Tis all around one golden bloom, 
All one celestial smile. 
By Uvmg streams fair trees ascend, 

Whose roots the humid waters lave ; 
The boughs with radiant fruitage bend. 

Rich prodnce of the fruitfiil wave. 
Thus sporting in celestial bow'rs. 
The sons of the immortal mom, 
Their heads and rosy hands adorn 
With garlands of unfadmg flow'rs. 
There Rhadamanth, who great assessor reigns 

To Rhsa*8 Son, by still unchanging right, 
Awarding all : to vice, eternal chains ; 

To virtue opes the gates of light. 
Rhaea! who high in Heaven's sublime abodes 
Sits tbron'd, the mother of the gods. 
Cadmus to this immortal choir 
Was led ; and Peleus' noble sire! 
And glorious son ! since Thetis' love 
Subdued, with pray'r, the yieldmg mind of Jove. 
Who Troy late prostrate on the plain. 
His country's pillar. Hector, slain; 
By whom unhappy Cygnus bled ; 
By whom the Ethiopian boy, 
That sprung from Neptune's godlike bed, 
The aged Tithon's and Aurora's highest joy. 
What grand ideas crowd my brain I 
What images ! a lofty train 
Id beauteous order spring; 
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As the keen store of ieatber'd iiite* 
Witbin the braided quiver waits. 

Impatient for the wing : 
See, see they monnt! The sacred few, 

Endued with piercing flight, 
Alone through darling fields pursue 

The' aerial regions bright 
This Nature gives, her chiefest boast ; 
But when the bright ideas fly, 
Far soarbg from the vulgar eye, 
To vulgar eyes are iost. 
Where Nature sows her genial seeds, 
A liberal harvest stnu^^t succeeds. 

Fair in the human soil ; 
IVhile Art, with hard Uborious pams, 
Creeps on unseen, nor much attains 

By slow progressive toil, 
Resembling this, the feeble Crow, 
. Amid the vulgar-winged crowd. 
Hides in the darkening copse below, 

Vain, strutting, garrulous, and loud : 
While Genius mounts the* ethereal height, 
As the imperial bird of Jove 
On sounding pinions soars above. 
And dares the Majesty of light. 
Tlien fit an arrow to the tunfful fttring, 

O thou my Genius ! warm with saered fl^ne ; 
Fly swift, ethere^ shaft ! and wiQg 

The godl&e Theroa unto fiune. 
I solemn swear, and holy truth attest, 
That sole mspires the tuneful breaf t, 
That, never since the' immortal suii 
His radiant jommey first begun, 
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To none the gods did e*er impart 
A more exalted miod, or wide-diffusive lieart. 
Fly, Envy, hence, that darst invade 
Sach glories, with injarioiis shade ; 
Still, with snperior lustre bright, 
, His virtues shine, in number more 
Than are the radiant fires of night, 
Or sands that spread along the sea-sumiundjng 
shore. 
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THE PASTING OP 

HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 

FROM THE SIXTH lUAD OF HOMER, TRAH8LATEP 
LITERALLY. 

Begiiiniug ver. 407. ^aifxmt, ^liu at to otnr /uicvof>... 

' O DARING thoo ! to thy own strength a prey, 

Nor pity moves thee for thy infiuit son, 

Nor miserable me, a widow soon ! 

For, rushing on thy single might, at once 

The Greeks will overwhelm thee : better far 

I had been wrapt in earth, than live of tfaee 

Forlorn, and desolate ; if thon most die. 

What further comfort then for me remains. 

What solace, but in tears ? No fiither mine, 

Nor mine no venerable mother's care. 

Noble Achilles' hand my iatlier slew. 

And spread destruction through Cilicia's town. 

Where many people dwelt, high-gated Thebes. 

He slew Action, but despoU'd him not. 

For inly in his mind he fear'd the Gods ; 

But burnt his body with his polish'd arms. 

And o'er him reared a mound : the monntainNymphi, 

The daughters iair of BBgis-bearing Jove, 

Planted with elms around the sacj^d place. 

Seven brothers flourisb'd in my lather's house ; 

All in one day descended to the shades. 

All slain by great Achilles, swift of foot, 

*Midst their white sheep, and heifers flexile-hooTd. 

My mother, woody Hypoplacia's Queen, 

Brought hitheri number'd in the victor's spoils \ 
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Till loosed IVom bands, for gifts of mighty priee^ 
By chase-delighting Dian's dart she fell, 
Smote in my father's house : but. Hector, thou. 
Thou art my sire, my hoary mother thou. 
My brotlier thou, thou husband of my youth ! 
Ah pity. Hector, then ! and in this tow*r 
With us remain, nor render 1^ tliy fiill 
Him a sad orphan, me a widow*d wife. 
Here at this fig-tree station, where the town 
Is easiest of ascent, and low the walls, 
Here thrice the bravest of the foes have try'd 
To pass ; each Ajax, brave Idomeneus, 
"nie* AtridaB too, and Tydeus* warlike son ; 
Whether some seer, m divination skill'd, 
Prompted the' attempt, or their own valour dafd 
To execute a deed, their wbdom plan'd.* 

To whom plume-noddmg Hector thus reply^ : 
/ These, woman, are my care ; but much I fear - 
The Trojan youth, and long-gown'd Trojan dames. 
If, coward-like, I riiun afer the fight : 
Not so my courage bids ; for I have learnt 
StQl to be brave, and foremost to defend 
My Other's mighty glories, and my own. 
For well I know, and in my mind foresee, 
A day will come, when sacred Ilion smks, 
Old Priam perishes, the people too 
Of Priam aspen-8p€»r'd. Yet not so much 
The woes the Trojans yet in after-times 
Must undergo, not Hecuba herself. 
Nor priucely Priam, nor my brothers dear. 
Who, numerous and brave, have fkll'n in dust 
Below the boasting foe, distract my soul, 
As tiioa ! Then when some brazen-coated Greek, 
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In the tftd day of tby distress, shall drag 
Thee weeping ; or in Argos, breathing sad. 
To 9onie imperious mistress handmaid, thoa 
tShalt weave the web, or fetch the water's weight 
From Messeis or Hyperia*s springs, agamst 
Thy will, but hard necessity compels* 
Then shall he say, who sees thee sunk in tears, 
^ Lo ! Hector*8 wife, who fiir the chief of all 
The Trqjan steed-subduing race excelled 
Who fought at Ilion." Thus shall they say. 
But thee new pangs shall seize , on thee shall cgme 
Desire of such a husband, to repel 
The evil hour : but may I low beneath 
The monumental earth be Uid to rest, 
Npr thy soft sorrows, nor the melting voice 
Of thy captivity, e*er reach my ear.* 

3o saying, the illustrious Hector stretch*d 
His hands to reach his child ; the child averse, 
{n the soft bosom of the £ur-2on*d nurse 
Weeping, fell back, abhorrent, from his sire 
Of warlike aspect: for he iear'd the shuie 
Of armour, and the horse-hair horrid crest 
That nodded dreadful on tlie helmets top. 
The loviqg &ther smird, the mother smil'd^ 
Straight from his head the' illustrious Hector took 
His helm, and plac'd it blazing on the ground ; 
Then fondled in his arms his much-lov'd son 
He took ; thus praying Jove, and all the Gods; 
* Jove, and ye other C^ds, grant this my son, 
Grant be may too beccime, as I am now. 
Hie grace of Troy, the same in martial strength, 
And rule his Ilion with a monarch's sway ; 
llrnt men may say, when he returns from fight, 
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^ This yonth transcends bis sire :'* Then may he bear 
The bloody spoils ah>ft of hostiie chieft 
In battle slaiD) and joy his mother's heart !' 

He said : and to his much-lov'd spouse resigned 
His child ; she, on her fragrant bosom loU'd, 
fimiling through tears, receiv'd hhn : at the sight, 
CotppaMion toncfa'd her husband's heart ; her cheek 
With gentle blandishment he strok'd, and spoke : 
« O best bdoT'd ! oh, sadden not thy heart 
With grief beyond due bounds : I trost, no hand 
Shall send me down to shades obscure, before 
My day of doom decreed ; for well I ween 
No man of mortal men escapes firom deatbt 
Fearfol or bold : whoe'er is bom most die. 
But thou returning to thy home, attend 
The spindle, and the loom, thy peaceful cares ; 
And caH thy duteous maidens round to share 
Their taska by thee assign'd -, for war belongps 
To men, and chief to me, of Olon'a sous.' 

This said, illustrious Hector sne'd his hehn, 
^nd to her home retam'd his mttch4oY'd spouse, 
Oft lookmg baek, and shedding tears proliise. 
Then sudden at the loAy dome arriv'd, 
With chambers fair adomTd, where Hector dwelty 
Tbegodlike Hector! There .again she wept! 
In his own honse the hving Hector wept; 
For now forebodii^ in their fears, no more 
They hop'd to meet him with returning step 
From btttto, 'acap'd the inge and force of Greece. 
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FIRST SCBNB OF THE 

PHILOCTETES OF SOPHOCLES, 

[ULYSSES speaks.] 

Son of AcfaiUes! brave Neoptolemiw, 

Yon tread the coast of sea-sorronnded Lemnos^ 

"Where never mortal yet his dwetting rear'd. 

Here, in obedience to the Grecian chie6> 

I erst expos'd the son of noble Pceon, 

Consaming with his Wonnds, and wasting slow 

In painful agomes ; wild from despair. 

He fill'd the camp with lamentations load, 

And execrations dire. No pme libation, 

No holy sacrifice could to the Gods 

Be offer'd up: ill-omen'd sonnds of woe 

ProfanVI the sacred rites : But this no mor e - 

Should he discover my return, 'twere vain 

The plan my wakeful industry has wove. 

Back to restore yet to the aid of Greece 

This most important chief. Tis thine, brave yontfa, 

To ripen into deed, what I propose. 

Cast round thy eyes, if thou by chance may'st find 

The double rock, where firom the Winter's cold 

He shrouds his limbs, or when the Summer glows 

Amid the cool, the zephyr's gentle breath 

Lulls him to his repose ; last on the left 

Flows a firesh fountain ; if the hero sees 

This living light, one of the' attendant tram 

Speed with the hour to ghid my listening ears, 

If in tliat savage hannt he harbours yet. 

Or in some other comer of this isle ; 

Then farther I'll disclose, what chief imports 

Our present needs^ and claims our common care. 
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TUB EPISODE OP 

LAUSUS AND MEZENTIUS. 

tROM THE TENTH BOOK OF YIRGIL'S JEHEUf 
BEGINNING LINE 689. 
Written in the year 171D. 

Now Jove indaines Mezentius great in arms. 
His ardour rouses, and his coarage warms ; 
Fir'd by the God, to Tumus he succeeds; 
Beneath his arm the Trojan battle bleeds; 
The Tuscan troops invade their common foe, 
AlilLC in Jiate their lundling bosoms glow 
Fierce to destroy, on him alone they pour 
Darts following darts, a thick continued show*r : 
Bnt he undaunted, all the storm sustains. 
And scorns the' united fury of the phiins : 
As some huge rock high towering 'midst the waves, 
Of seas and skies the mingling tumult braves, 
On its. eternal basis fix'd is found. 
Though tempests rage, and oceans foam around. 
First by his arm unhappy Hebrus bled, 
The issue of &m'd Dolicaon's bed ; 
Then Latagus submits to fate, his way 
Adverse he took, the chief with furious sway 
Uprear'd a pondrons rock, the shattered brain 
Confused with blood and gore, overspreads the plain. 
At flying Pahnus next his dart he threw. 
The speedy dart overtook him as he Hew, 
Full in the ham, he feels the smarting wound, 
Left by the. victor grovelling on the ground : 
His arms surround tiis Lausus' manly breast. 
The waving plume adorns his shining crest : 
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Evas and Mimas, both of Trojan seed. 

By the same aitn were ratngled with the dead $ 

Mimas, companion of the youthftd cares 

Of Paris, and the equal of his years: 

For, big with fancied flames, when Phrygia's ^eeli 

Brought forth the cause of woes, but ill foreseen ; 

To' extend his blooming race, that self-same mght 

The spouse of Amycus, Theano bright, 

That night so fatal to the peace of Th>y, 

Blest her lov*d husband with a parents joy : 

But Fate to different lands their deatte d«er«ed, 

This in his father's town ivas doom'd to bleed j 

Unthiiiking Mimas, by Meaentias 8iaiI^ 

Now rolls his carcase o*er the Latian pMui* 

And as a tusky boaf, whom dogs teVade, 

Of Vesulns bred in the piny shade. 

Or near Laurentia's lake, with fbrest mast 

His»feasts obscene supplied in wild repast; 

Rous*d fl^om his savage haunt, a deep retreat, 

A len|;th of years his unmolested seat ; 

When once in toils indos'd, no fligfat vppctMf 

Tuns sudden, foaming fierce, his bristles reata 9 

All safe at distance stand, and none is fbuad, 

Whose valour dares inflict a nearer wonnd: 

Dreadless meanwhile, to eveiy side he tntnsi 

His teeth he gnashes, and wid^ rage he bnnis ; 

The* united vengeance of the field derides, 

A fbrest ratties as he shakes his sides : 

So fare the Tuscan troops ; vnth noisy rage, 

And shouts, in the mixt tumult they engage ; 

All fix>m afhr their missive weapons throw, 

Fearful in equal arms to meet the foe. 

Next, Orecian Acron rusfa'd mto the phdif. 

Who eame fivm Coritnt *s ancient reign : 
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Him thirst of iame to warlike dangen led. 

The joys untasted of the bridal bed; 

Froni far Mezentins eyed him with deUght, 

In arms refhlgent, as he mix'd in fight; 

FuU o'er his breast, in gold and purple knoirn, 

The tokens of hts love consptcuons shone. 

Then, as a lion thirsting after blood, 

(For him persuades the keen desire of ibod,) 

If, or a frisking goaf he dian«e to view, 

Or branching stag, tliat leads the stately crew > 

Rejoices, gapmg wide, he makes his way, 

Forioos, and clings incumbent on the prey. 

That helpless pants beneath his horrid paws, 

The blood o'ertiowing, laves his greedy jaws; 

So keen Mezentins rushes on each foe ; 

Unhappy Acron sinks beneath his blow. 

Mad in the pangs of death, he spams the ground, ' 

Hie blood distains the broken spear around : 

Then fled Orodes shameful from the fight; 

The victor scom*d the* advantage of hts fi^ht; 

But fii'd with rage, through cleaving ranks he ran. 

And face to face oppos'd, and man to man : 

Not guilefiil from behind his spear to throw 

A wound unseen, but strikes an adverse blow. 

Then with his foot his dying fiie he pressed, 

Lean'd on his lance, and thus his fliends address'd : 

* Lo ! where Orodes gasps upon the sand ; 
His death was due to this Tictorious hand. 
Large portion of tlie war!' Exulting cries 
Ascend amain, and ring along the skies. 

To whom the vanquished, with imperfect sounds 
All weak, and faint, and dying of the wound: 

* Nor long my ghost shall nnreveng'd repine. 
Nor long the triumph of my fidl be thine > 
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Thee, eqtal fiites, insultiiig man, remain ; 
Thee, Death yet waits, and this the iatal plain.' 
Him, as he roU'd in death, Mezentiiis spied. 
He smird severe, and thus contemptuous cried: 
* Die thou the first ; as he thinks fit, for me. 
The Sire of heav'n and earth, let Jove decree.' 
He said: and pull'd the weapon from the wound; 
The purple life ebb'd out upon the ground : 
Death*8 clay-cold hand shnt up the sinking li^t, 
And o'er his closing eyes drew the dark mist of night 

By Caedicus' great arm Alcathons fell ; 
Sacrator sent Hydaspes down to hell : 
Parthenius dies, by Rapo slain in fight ; 
And Orses vast, of more tlian mortal might. 
Next sunk two warriors, Clonius the divine. 
And Ericctes of Lycaon's line; 
The issue of the God, their deaths renown'd. 
Whose forked trident rules the deep profound. 
His courser, unobedient to the rein, 
Great Ericetes tumbled to the plain. 
Prone as he lay, swift fled the tiiirsty dart^ 
And found the mortal passage to his heart. 
Then lights tlie victor from his lofty steed. 
And foot to foot engaged, made Clonius bleed. 
Then Lycian Agis, boastftil of his might, 
Provok'd the bravest foe to single figltt; 
, Him boldly Tuscan Valerus assail'd, » 

And in the virtues of his sire prevailed. 
By Salius' arm, the swift Antronius bled ; 
Nealces* javelin struck the victor dead ; 
Nealces, skiU'd the sounding dart to throw, 
And wing tjbie treadierous arrow to the foe. 
Mars, raging God, and stern ! the war confounds.: 
K^iuals the victor's shouts, and dying sounds. 
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Eaeonntering various on the imbattPd field. 
Now fieree they rush, now fierce retreating, yield. 
With equal rage, each adverse hattle glows, 
Nor flight is known to these, nor known to those^ 
Tisiphone enjoys the direfhl sight, 
Pale, fiirions, fell ! and storms amidst the fight. 
The Gods, from Jove's immortal dome, sarvey 
Ea^h army toilmg, through the dreadful day; 
With tender pity tonch'd, lament the pafa» 
That human life is destin'd to sustain. 
On either side, two deities are seen ; 
Jove's awful Consort, and soft beaaty*s Queeo: 
The Wife of Jove the eonqneror^ palm unplores> 
Soft beauty's Queen her TVtjam* loss deplores* 

Again, his javelin huge> Meaentius wield»^ 
Again tumultuous he invades the fields: 
Large as Orion, when the giant stalks, 
A bulk immense ! through Nereus' midmost walkt; 
Secure he cleaves his way ; the billows braves. 
His sinewy shoulders tow'r above the waves ; 
Bearing an ash, increased in strength vrith years, 
That huge upon the mountain's height appears; 
He strides along, each step the earth divides; 
In clouds obscure his lofty head resides: 
In stature huge, amidst the war's alarms. 
Such shone the tyrant is gigantic arms. 
Him, as exnlting in the rudks he stood. 
At distance seen, and rioting in blood, 
JEneas bastes to meet ; in aU his might 
He stands collected, and awaits the fight : 
First measuring, as he stood in act to throw, 
With nice survey, the distance of his foe : 
< This arm, this spear,' he cry'd, * assert my might ;, 
These are my gods, and these assist infi|ght; 

VOL. u. ■ 
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Hit ardMNir from the boaatful robber woa^ 
ShaD tow'r a trephy to my conqoering soa.' 
He said; and flings the dart witii dreadful Ibree; 
Tke dart drove on unerring from the coarse; 
It reached the shield* the shield the blow rep^'d : 
Nor tell the javelin guiltless on the fleld ; 
Bnt piercing 'twixt the side and bowels, tore 
The ftaS'd Anthores, and deep drank the gore : 
He, in his losty years, from Argos sent, 
With fam*d Alcides, on his labours went : 
Tir'd with his toils, a length of wees o'erpast. 
In the Evandrian reafan he fiz'd at last : 
Call'd back again to vrvtf where glory calls. 
Unhappy, by a death unmeant, he fiiUs : 
To heaven his mcHurnful eyes, the dying throws ; 
In his last thoughts his native Argos rose. 
Straight then, his beaming lance the Trcjan threw -, 
Swifr biBsittg on the wind the weapon flew : 
The plates of threefold hrass were ferc'd to yield ; 
And three bulls' hides that bound the solid shield : 
Deep in his lower groin, an arm so strong, 
Drove the sharp point, but brought not death along. 
Then joyful as the Trojan hero spied 
The spouting blood pour down his wonnded side. 
Like lighting, from his thigh his sword he drew. 
And frurious on the' astonished warrior flew. 

As Laosus saw, flill sore he heav'd the sigh ^ 
The ready tear stood trembling in his eye : 
His father's danger, toach'd the youthful chief; 
"With pious haste he ran to his relief. 
Nor ^alt thou sink unnoted to the tomb. 
Unsung thy noble deed, and early doom: 
If future times to such a deed will give 
Theur faith^ to ftttu*e times thy name shall live. 
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1>i8abled, trembUnK for a death ao near. 
The fiither slow-recedkig, diagt the spear : 
Jost in that moment^ as suspended hi^ 
The flaming swerd shone adverse to the sky* 
llie daring yoath nish'd in, and fronts the foe. 
And irora his father turns the* impenduig blow. 
His frienda with joyfbl shouts reply around; 
niiroogh all their echoes all the hills resound ; 
As wondering they beheld the wounded sire. 
Protected by the aan, from fight retire, 
A darkening flight of singing shafts annoy, 
From every quarter pour'd, the Prince of Troy: 
He stands against the fury of the field, 
And rages, cover'd with his mighty shield. 
And as when stormy winds encountering loud, 
Burst with rude violence the bellowmg cloud, 
Precipitate to earth, the tempest pours 
The vexmg hailstones thick in soundmg showers : 
The delug'd plains then every ploughman flies, 
And every hind, and traveller ^elter'd lies; 
Or, where the rock high overarched impends, 
Or, where the river's shelving bank defends ; 
That, powerful o*er the storm, when bright the ray 
Shines forth, they eaoh may exercise the day. 
Loud sounds the gathered storm; o'er all the field 
The cloud of war pours thundering on his shield. 
Yet still he tried with friendly care to save 
Ttie* unhappy youth, unfortunately brave. 
* Ah! whither dost thou urge thy fiital course^ 
In daring deeds! unequal to thy force? 
Too pious in thy love, thy love betrays ; 
Nor such tlie vigour crowns thy youthfbl days,' 
Not thus advised, the youth still fronts the foe 
Exultmg, and provokes the Uugerii^ blow ; 
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For DOW, his martial bosom all on fire, 

The Trojao leader's tide of rage swell'd higher; 

For DOW, the Sisters view'd the fatal strife, 

And woand up the last threads of Laosus* life : 

Deep plnng'd the shining falchion in his breast, 

Pierc'd his thin armour, and embroidered vest. 

That, rich m ductile gold, his mother wove 

With her own hands, the witness of her loTe. 

His breast was fill'd with blood ; then, sad and slow 

Through air resoly'd, the spirit fled below: 

As ghastly pale, the chief the dying spied, 

His hands he stretch'd to heay'n, and pitying sighed ; 

His sire Anchises rose an image dear 

Sad in his soul, and forced the tender tear. 

* What praise, O youth ! unl^ppy in thy fiite. 

What can ^neas yield to worth so great? 

Worth, that distinguished in thy deed appears. 

Ripe in thy youth, and early in thy years': 

lliy arms, once pleasing objects of thy care, 

Inviolate from hostile spoil I spare ; 

Thy breathless body on thy firiends bestow, 

To mitigate thy pensive spirit's woe, 

If anght below liie separate soul can move. 

Solicitous of what b done above j 

(Yet in the grave, perhaps, from every care 

Released, nor knowledge, nor device is there *,) 

That, gathered to thy sires, thy fiiends may monrD 

Thy hapless fall, and dust to dust return : 

This be thy solace in the world below, 

'Twas I, the great £neas, struck the blow.' 

He said; and beckemng, chides his fi-iends' delays 

And pious to assist, directs the vray, 

To rear him from the ground, with friendly care ^ 

DishoBonred fool with blood his comely hair. 
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The wretched father now, by Tyber shore 
Wafth'd from his streaming thigh the crimson gore : 
Pani'd with his wound, and weary from the fight, 
A tree's broad trunk supports his drooping weight : 
A bough his helmet beaming far sustains : 
His heavier armour rest along the plains. 
Pfenting, and sick, his body downward bends. 
And to his breast hb length of beard descends : 
He leans his careful head upon his hand j 
Around him wait a melancholy band : 
Much of bis Lausus asks, and many sent 
To warn him back, a father's kind intent: 
How vauily sent ! for, breathless, from the field 
They bear the youth, extended on his shield ; 
Loud wailing, moum*d him slain in early bloom, 
Mighty, and by a mighty wound overcome. 

Far off the sounds of woe the father hears ; 
He trembles in the foresight of his fears : 
With dust the hoary honours of his head 
Sad be deforms, and cleaves into the dead. 
Then both his hands to Heav'n aloft he spread ; 
And thus, m fulness of his sorrows, said : — 
< Could then this lust of life so warp my mind, 
That I could thmk of leaving thee behind 
Whom I begot, unhappy in my stead 
To meet the warrior, and for me to bleed P 
Now fiite severe has struck too deep a blow. 
Now first I feel a wretched exile's woe. 
And k it thus I draw this wretched breath, 
Sav'd by thy wound, and living by thy death ? 
I too, my son, with horrid guilt profiin'd 
Thy sacred virtues, and their lustre stain'd : 
Outcast, abandon'd by the care of Heav'n, 
From empire, and paternal, sceptres driv'n; 
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My peopled hatred, and insulting scorn, 
The merit of my crimes Tve justly borne : 
vTo thousand deaths this wicked soul cooM give, 
Since now 'tis crime enough that I can live. 
Can yet sustain the light, and human nice, 
Wretch'd as I am: — but short shall be the s{>ace.' 
He said; and as he said, he rear'd from grouiid 
His fainting limbs, yet staggering from the woond: 
But whole and unifiminish'd still remains 
His strength of soul, unbroke with toil and pains. 
He calls Us steed, successful from each fight. 
With whom he march'd, his glory and defigfat; 
With words like these his conscious steed address'd^ 
That moum*d, as with his master's ills oppressed : 
' Rhcebns, we long have liT*d in arms combined, 
(If long the frail possessions of mankind ;) 
Hiis day thou shalt bring back, to crown onr toils. 
The Trojan hero's head, and glittering spoils 
Tom from the bloody man ! with me shalt take 
A dear revenge, for murder'd Lausiis' sake : 
If strength shall fail to ope the destm'd way, 
Together faU, and press the Latian clay; 
Hjor, after me, I trust thou wilt disdain 
A Trojan leader, and an alien rem.' 
He said : the steed receives his wonted weij^t, 
The tyrant arm'd, and furious for the fig^t : 
His bbizing helmet, formidably grac'd 
With noddmg horse-hair, brightenmg o'er the crest: 
With deathfbl javelins next he fills his hands -, 
And spurs his steed, and seeks the fighting bands : 
Grief mix*d with madness, shame of former flight, 
And love by rage inflam'd to desperate height, 
And conscious knowledge of his valour, wrought 
Fierce in his breast, and boil'd in ev*ry thought. 
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He oay* JBoBM thrice: JEnetA heard 
The welcome soand ; and thus his pray 'r preierfd : 
* May Jove, supreme of Gods, who m\en on higli I 
And he, to whom 'tis giv'n to gild the sky. 
Far-shooting King! inspire thee to draw near 
Swift to thy fate, and grant thee to my spear.' 
Bnt he :*-**.• My Lansus ra?ish'd from my sight, 
Me, with v«ln words, O ! cniel, wonld'st aflUght ; 
Widi age, with watchings, and with laboors worn, 
Death is below my fear, and God I scorn ! 
I come resolv'd to die ; but, ere I go. 
Receive this dart, the present of a fbe.' 
He said : the javelin hiss'd along the skies; 
Another ai\er, and another flies ; 
Tliick, and incessant, as he rides the field ; 
Still all the storm sustains the golden shield 
Firm, as ^neas stood : thrice rode he round. 
Urging his darts, the compass of the ground: 
Thrice wheel'd ^oeas ; thrice his bugler bears 
About, a brasen wood of rismg spears : 
Press*d in unrighteous fight, with just disdaul^ 
To wrench so many darts, and wrench in vain, 
Much pondering in his mind the Chief revolvd 
Each ridog thought ; at last he springa resolv'd ; 
Fnll at the warrior steed, the hostile wood 
He threw, that pierc'd his brain and drank the blood. 
Stung with the pain, the steed up-rear'd on high 
His sounding hoofs, and lash'd the yielding sky; 
Prone fell the warrior from his loffy height, 
Ifis shoulders broad received the courser's weight. 
From host to host the mmgling shouts rebound, 
Deep echomg all in fire the heav'ns resound ; 
Unsheath'd his flaming blade, £neas flies, 
And tiiuf address'd the wanior as be lies : 
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' Say, where li now Meientiut great and bold» 
That haughty »pirit» fieree and nnoontroord?* 
To whom the Toucan, witii reeover'd breath. 
As fiunt he view'd the skies, recalled from d«ilfa; 
* Dost thou the stroke, insolting man! delay? 
Haste ! let thy Tengeance teke its destin'd way : 
Death never can dtsgiace the warrior's fiune 
Who diet m fight; nw cwnqoest was my aim: 
Slam, savage! by thy hand in glorious strife. 
Not so my Iausos boigain'd for my fife : 
DepriT'd of him, sole object of my love, 
I seek to die$— for joy is none i^bove. 
Yet, piteoos of my &te, this grace allow, 
If pity to the Tanquish'd foe be dae, 
Suffer my friends my gathei'd bones to bom. 
And decent lay me in the funeral ura : 
Full well I know my peoplels hate, decreed 
Against the living, wiU pursue the dead ; 
My breathless body from their foiy save, 
And grant my Sen the partner of ray grave:* 
He said, and sted&st eyed the victor foe ; 
Then gave his breast undaunted to the blow, 
^rhe rushing blood distam'd his arms around ; 
The sonl indignant sought the shades^profouiML 
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THE CORYCIAN SIVJIN. 

moH Gjsoae. it. — line 116. 

But, were I not, beibre the favoaring gale. 
Making to port, and crowdiiig all my sail, 
Periiaps I miglit the garden's glories sing, 
The double roses of the Psestan spring ; 
How Endive drinks the rill, and how are seen 
Moist banks with Celery for ever green ; 
How» twisted in the matted herbage, lies 
The bellying Cucnmber's enormous size ; 
Mliat flowers Narcissus late, how Nature weaves 
The yielding texture of Acanthus' leaves : 
Of Ivy pale the culture next explore, 
And whence the lover-myrtle courts the shore. 
For I remember (where Galesus yields 
His humid moisture to the yellow fields, 
And high Oebalia's tow'rs o'erlook the plam,) 
I knew in youth an old Corycian swain ; 
A few and barren acres were his sliare, 
Left and abandon'd to the good man's care ; 
Nor these indulg'd the gnusy hiwn, to feed 
The fattening bullock, nor the bounding ste^d, 
Nor gave to cattle browze, nor food to kine, 
Bacchus averse refus'd the mantling vine. 
What happy nature to his lands denied, 
An honest, painful industry supplied ; 
For, tnisting pot-herbs to his bushy ground, 
For bees, fair candid lilies flonrish'd round, 
Vervain for health, fcfr bread he poppies planti^ 
With these he satisfied all nature's wanU^ 
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And late retaraing home from wholesome toil, 
£0)0/11 the frugal bounty of the soil. 
His mind was royal in a low estate. 
And dignified the meanness of his fate. 
He first m Spring was seen to crop the rose, 
In Autumn first to* unload the bending boughs; 
For every bod the early year bestow'd, 
A reddening apple on the branches glow'd. 
Ev^ in the midst of Winter's rigid reign, 
When snow and frost had whiten'd o'er the plain. 
When cold had split the rocks, and stript the woo<b> 
And shackled np the mighty running floods. 
He then, anttcipating Snmmet^s hopes. 
The tendrils of the soft Acanthus crops; 
His uidnstry awak'd the lazy spring. 
And hastened on the cephyr's loitering wing. 
For tlib with pregnant bees he chief was luiown 
IV abound: the balmy harvest all his otvn. 
Successive swarms reward his faithfbl toil ; 
None press'd from richer combs the liquid spoiL 
He crown'd his rural orchard's plain design. 
With flowering lime-trees, and a wealth of pine. 
He knew in gracefiil order to dispose 
Large-bodied elms, transplanted into rows. 
Hard pear-trees flourish'd near his rustic dome, 
And thorns already purple with the plumb ; 
Broad planes arose to form an ample bow'r. 
Where mirth's gay sons refresh'd the sultry hour. 
But I this gratefiil subject must dbcard, 
The pleasing labour of some future bard. 
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THE 

rWENTlETH ODE OF ANACREON. 

Fair Niobe, old times sarvey'd. 
In Phrygian hills, a marble maid. 
Changed Pandion! to the swallow's hue, 
On swallow's wings thy daughter flew. 

But I a looking-glass wodd be, 
That thoQ mighf St see thyself hi me. 
No; I would be a morning gown, 
That so my dear might me put on. 
But I a silver stream would flow, 
To wash thy skin, as pure as snow. 
I would myself in ointment pour, 
To bathe thee with the fragrant show'r. 
But I would be thy tucker made. 
Thy lovely swelling bosom's shade. 
I would, a diamond necklace, deck 
The comely rlsmg of thy neck. 
I would thy slender feet inclose, 
To tread on me transformed to shoes. 
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THE 

TWENTY-FIRST ODE OF ANACREON, 

Fill with Bacchus* blessings fraught, 
Ye vii^ns, fill a migfaty draught : 
Loog since dried up by heat, 1 faint, 
I scarcely breathe, and feverish pant. 

O ! with these fresher flowers, renew 
The fading garland, on my brow, 
For oh ! my forehead's raging beat 
Has rifled all their graces sweet; 
The rage of thirst I yet can quell, 
The rage of heat I can repel. 
Bat, love! thy heat which bums my soul. 
What draughts can quench f what shades can cool? 
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THE 

TWENTY-SECOND ODE OF ANACREON. 

CoHE, sit beneath this shade with me. 
My lovely maid, bow fair the tree I 
Its tender branches wide prevail, 
Obedient to each breathing gale ; 
Sammer's loom industrioos weaves 
In mazy veins the silken leaves, 
Soft as the milky veins I view, 
0*er thy fair Iweast meandering bine; 
Hard by a fount with murmuring noise 
Runs a sweet persuasi^ voice ; — 
What lover, say, my lovely maid, 
So foolish as to pass this shad*? 
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ON LORD NEWHALL. 

To fiune let Flattery the proad column raiae^ 
Aod guilty greatuess load with venal praiBe, 
Thift monument, for nobler use design'd, 
Speaks to the heart, and rises for mankmd ; 
Whose moral strain, if rightly understood. 
Invites thee to be humble, wise, and good. 
Learn here, of life, life's every sacred end ; 
Hence form the fiitfaer, husband, judge, and friend: 
Here, wealth and greatness found no partial grace. 
The poor look'd fearless in the' oppressor's face ; 
One pbin g04Ml meaning through his conduct ran, 
And if he err'd, akisl he err'd as man. 
If then, unconscious of so fiur a fiune. 
Thou read*8t without the wish to be the same^ 
Though proud of titles, or of boundless store. 
By blood ignoble, and by wealth made poor. 
Yet read ; some vice perhaps thou maylit resign^ 
Be ev*n that momentary virtue thme, 
Heav'n in thy breast here work its first essay, 
Hunk on this man, and pass unblam'd one day*. 
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ON LORD BINNING. 

Beneath this sacred luarbte ever sleeps, 
For whom a fiither, mother, consort weeps ; 
Whom brothers', tbten', pious griefi pursue, 
And childrens' tears with virtnous drops bedew : 
The Loves and Graces gfkentig roond appear, 
Ev'n Muth herself becomes a mowner here ; 
The stranger who directs his sleps this way 
Shall witness to tfay> worth, andwondering layy^ 
* Thy life, tfaoo^short, can we nnhappy call i 
Sure thme was trfest^ for it was sodal «U 3 
O may no hostile band thin phice inviide. 
For ei&r sacred to thy geiitle shadeJ i 
Who knew in all life's offiees to please, . 
Jom'd taste to 'virtue^ and totirtne ease ; •. . . 
With ridies blest, did not the poor disdain, 
W«8 knowing, humble, friendly, great, humane ; 
By good men honour'd^ by the bad approVd^ 
And loVd the Muses, by the Muses \oi*d ; 
Hail! and fitfewell, who bore tiie gentlest mind. 
For thou indeed hast been of human khkL* 
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ON LORD BARGENY. 

Go hence htttnictedfroiii this eariy aroy 
Wise as yoa weep, and better as you motini ; 
lliis urn, where titles, fortune^ yonth repose, 
How vain the fleeting .g;o0d that Hfe bestows I ■ 
licani age, when now it tan nor more supply. 
To quit the burden, and consent to die ; 
Secure, the truly TUtoous never tell 
How long the part was acted, but how wefi : 
Youth, stand convioied of e^ch fbolish chiini,' 
Each daring wish of lengthened life and faAie; 
Thy life a moinetit, and toty fameabl-^aih, ^ 
The natural end, oblivion and death ; 
Hear then this solemn truth, obey its call, 
Sobmias adore, fer this is mankind's all. 
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ON SIR JAMES SUTTIE. 

This nnambitiotu stone preserves a Dame 
To friendship sanctified, nntooch'd by fame ; 
A son this niis'd, by holy duty fir'd, 
These sang a friend, by friendly zeal inspired. 
No venal &lshood stain*d the fflial tear ; 
Unbonght, nnask'd, the friendly praise sincere y 
Both for a good man weep, without offence, 
Who led his days in ease and innocence. 
His tear rose honest ; honest rose his smile ; 
His heart no frJshood knew, his tongue no goile f 
A simple mind with phtin jnst notions fran^t, 
Nor warp'd by wit, nor by prond science taught ; 
Nature's plain light still, rightly understood, 
Tliat never hesitates the fxdr and good — 
Who viewed self-balanc'd, from his calm retreal,^ 
The storms that vex the busy and the great, 
Unmingling in the scene, whatever befel 
Pitied his suffering kind, and wish'd them well ; 
Careless if monarchs frown'd, or statesmen smil'dy 
His purer JDy, his friend, his wife, or child; 
Constant to act the hospitable part. 
Love in his look, and welcome in his heart ; 
Such unpriz'd blessings did his life employ, 
llie social moment, tiie domestic joy, - 
A joy beneficent, warm, cordial, kind, 
That leaves no doubt, no grudge, no sting behind : 
The heart-bom rapture thaj from virtue springs, 
The poor man's portion God withheld firom kkigs» 
This life at decent time was bid to cease. 
Finished among his weeping friends in peace : 
Go, traveller, wish his shade eternal rest. 
Go, be the same, for this is to be blest. 
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ON MR. BAILLIE, OF JERVISWOOD. 

The pious parent rais'd this hallow'd place 
A monament for them, and for their race : 
Descendants ! be it your successive cares. 
That no degenerate dust e'er mix with their's. 



ON MR. BASIL HAMILTON. 

This verse, O gentle Hamilton ! be thine, 
Each softer grace, below thy darling shrine. 
Nature to thee, did her best gifb impart, 
The mildest manners, and the warmest heart ; 
Honour erected in thy breast its throne, 
And kind humanity was all thy own. 
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OAT ^R& COLQUHOUN, OF LUS& 

Unblam'd, sacred sbrine ! let me draw near ; 
A sister's ashes claim a brother's tear, 
No sembtaiit arts this copious spring supply, 
Tis Nature's drops> that swell in FViendship's eye: 
0*er this sad tomb, see kneeling brodiers bend. 
Who wail a sister, that ezceH'd a fiieud ; 
A child like this each parent's wish engage, 
Grace of his youth, and solace of his age : 
Hence the chaste virgin learn each pious art 
Who sighs sincere to bless a virtuous heart, 
The faithful youdi, when Heaven the choice inspires. 
Such hope the partner of his kind desires. 
Oh, early lost ! yet early all fiilfill'd 
Each tender office of wife, sister^ child ; 
All tbese in early youth, thou hadst obtain'd ; 
The &ir matenial pattern yet remained, [spare ; 
Heav'n sought not that-— else Heav'n had bid to 
To thine succeeds now Providence's care — 
Amidst the pomp that to the dead we give 
To soothe the vanity of those that live, 
Receive thy destin'd pbce, a hallow'd grave, 
*Tis all we can bestow, or thou can'st crave. 
Be these the honours that embalm thy name. 
The matron's praise, woman's best silent fiune ! 
Such, to remembrance dear, thy worth be found. 
When queens and flatterers sleep foigot aroond. 
Till awAil sounds shall break the solemn rest ; 
Then wake amongst the blest, for ever blest. 
Meanwhile upon this stone, thy name shall live> 
Sure Heaven will let tins pious verse survive. 
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ON MRS. KEITH, 

Whatever all-giving Nature coa*d impart, 
WlMte'er or cbami'd the eye, or warm'd the heart ; 
Beaiity, by candid Virtae still approved, 
Virtue, by Beanty rendei'd most belov'd ; 
Wbal^'er kind Friendship, or endearing Truth, 
For bl^t okl>age had treasar*<| op in youth ; 
What West old>age, in its last calm adieo. 
Might with appfamse and conscious joy review, 
Reposes here, to wake in endless bliss. 
Too early ravish'd from ji world like this ! 
Where ikir examples strike, but not inspire 
To imitate die virtnes all admire ; 
Yet listen, virgins ! to this saving strain. 
If she has liv'd— let her not die in vain ! 
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ON MRS. HEPJ^URN. 

Stat, passenger; this stone demands thy tear; 
Here rest the hopes of many a tender year : 

Oar sorrow now so Uite onr joy and praise! 

Lost m the mild Aurora of her days. 
What Virtues might have graced her fuller day ! 
' But ah ! the charm just shown and snatdlMaway.' 
Friendsliip, Love, Nature, ail reckum in vain ; 
Heav'n, when it wills, resumes its gifts again* 



ON MR, CUNNINGHAM^ OF CRAIGENDSt 

A SON, a Wife, bad the plain marble rise ; 
Beneath the sacred shade a good man lies. 
In Britain's senate long unblam'd he sate 
And anxious trembled for her doubtful fate : 
Above all giddy hopes, all selfish ends. 
His country was his family and friends. 
Children ! weep not, thus cruelly bereft i 
The fair example of his life is left ; 
Another far more lasting, safe estate 
Than e*er descended from the rich and great ; 
Tbeir's fall to time or fortime soon a prey ; 
Or, the poor gift of kings, kings snatch away : 
Your blest succession never can be less, 
£ till as you imitate, you still possess. 



,d by Google 



- EPITAPHS. iH 

ON MISS SETON, 

INTERRED IN THE CHAPEL OF SETON-HOUSRt 

In these once hallow'd walk' neglected shade, 
Sacred to piety and to 'the dead, 
Wliere the long line of Seton*s race repose, 
Whose tombs to wisdom, or to valour rose ; 
Though now a thankless a|fe, to slavery prone. 
Past fiune despising, careless of its own, 
Records no more ; each pabUc virtue fled. 
Who wisely comisell'd, or who bravely bled: 
Though here the warrior-shield is hun^ no more. 
But every violated trophy tore, [lot, 

Heav*n*s praise, man's honour, share one shameful 
God and bis image both alike forgot : 
To this sweet Maid a kindred place is due, 
Her eartli shall consecrate these walls anew. 
The muse that listens to desert alone. 
Snatches from fate, and seals thee for her owe. 
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Could tfaU fiur marble to the woild impart 
Half of the woes that rend a husband's hearty 
Could it be taught to look with nature's eye, 
like friendship could it breatlie the tender sigfa^ 
With each dear raptnre.bid the bosom glow 
Love e'er cou'd taste, or tenderness bestow ; 
Then might it tower unblam'd amid the skies. 
And not to vanity, but virtue rise : 
Its noblest pomp t}ie humble eye endure, 
And pride, when most it swell'd, here find a cure. 
Cease then — ^nor at the Sovereign will repine ; 
It gives, we bless ; it snatches, we resign : 
To earth what came from earth retiirns^again, 
Heav'b iram*d the' immortal part above to reign. 



Dobs great and splendid villany allore i 

Go search in W ^'s trial for a cure. 

Blest with enough, wonld'st thou increase it still f 

Examine Ch 's life, and R d's vrilL 

Would'st thou be happy ? then these rules receive. 
Read this verse gratii, and thy soul shall live. 
Learn from this man, who now lies ^ire feet deep, 
To drink when doubting ; and when tempted, sleep : 
This led him safe through life's teinpestuous steerage, 
Poor by no place, ignoble by no peerage; 
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An easy mind, by no entaib devis'd ; 

An bumble virtue, by no kings excised : 

Stated no law-case, and no critic quoted ; 

Spoke what he thou^t ; and never swore, nor voted. 

Courts he abhorred, their errors, their abnses, 

Sk, James, Versailles ; all, all, but Sancta Cmds ' : 

There where no statesman buys, no bishop sells ; 

A virtuous palace, where no monarch dwells. 

With kind Bargeny, faithful to his word, 

"Whom Heav'n made good and social, though a Lord ; 

The cities viewed of many-languag'd men, [vain. 

Popes, pimps, kmgs, gamesters ; and saw all was 

Enjoy'd, what Hopetoun*s groves could never yield. 

The philosophic rapture of the field ! 

Nor ask'd, nor fear'd. His life, and humble lays. 

No critics envy, and no flatterers praise. 

Sure those who know how hard to write, and live. 

Would judge with candor, pity and forgive. 

Known but to few, as if he ne'er had been. 

He stole through Ufe unheeded, and unseen : 

He often err'd, but broke no social duty ; 

Unbrib'd by statesmen, and unhurt by beauty. 

1 Holyrood House. 




C. WHIITINGHAM, Printer, Union Baildiogt, Leather Une. 
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